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Selene and Timothy came to a stop beside an open
field, veiled in

moonlight. They had been slowly driving the

back roads of their hometown when Selene had spotted
place.

She touched the hollow

at the

this

base of her throat as she

watched Timothy switch off the engine, allowing the warmth
of a pleasant apprehension to spread through her. This was
their first time, their first time alone together, really alone.

The

field

was crowded with Queen Anne's

black-eyed Susans, hushed and vigilant.

lace and

Tim disengaged the

back

convertible's flimsy top, throwing

it

on the wing. They called out

alarm as they rose in the

their

to reveal night birds

silvery sky.

Now they know,

Selene thought dreamily. She undid

her seat belt and slid towards him. Breathless, she
less.

She could see her own limbs move languidly

glowing darkness. Tim reached out for

felt

breath-

in the

her, encircling her

shoulders and pulling her closer, closing the velvety space

between them. She suddenly fancied them great lovers of yore,
seated just so in his gilded chariot, ecstasy and immortality

before them.

The

great white eye of the full

moon

stared

from

just over his shoulder, turning the strong, clean lines of his face
to marble.

Endymion? Selene breathed silently, trembling and
closing her eyes. She followed the trail his lips glazed, first
over her cheeks, then her mouth, soft and questioning. Her
pulse quickened, echoing in her ear like the warning tick of a
clock. Is-he-the-one?

mind
to the

to catch in its

It

tolled repeatedly.

mesmerizing

She allowed her

beat, flowing

back eons ago,

day they'd met.

came to a stop on a particularly sweet
mere month ago. It was July. She was reading in
the old gazebo that marked the edge of her property. Situated
on a small crest above the edge of town and the fields and
woods beyond, it was her secret place, her sanctuary. She had
She

afternoon, a

drifted, then

discovered
enchanted.

it

as a child of eight,

when

she believed

A place where after hours of play

it

to

be

she was certain

she could hear her

name

comfort her there.

A place she came to believe protected her

in the breezes that

came

to cool

and

from the pains of the ordinary world.

Now

at

twenty-one, she

felt

it

as an old friend, a friend

she relied on often since the untimely death of her parents two

summers

before.

Orphans themselves, they had

left all to her,

mother
would often comment with a laugh as she listened to Selene's
daily tales of the magic she'd experienced about the place.
After their funeral, she had dropped out of college
immediately, all too grateful to return to this world. Never one
for chatty friends or crowds, she welcomed the solitude and the
their only child. Their "strange, unearthly child," her

quiet dignity this setting provided while she grieved, and

waited.

when

It

was a cocoon from which she would emerge only

the right someone, or something, beckoned.

That particular July afternoon she had chosen to indulge
in her passion for

Greek and Roman mythology.

It

was a

passion she craved often. Those magnificent stories of ethereal

beings seemed to ease the ache of a lifelong void deep within
herself.

Somewhere. On

that

day she had

sat

beneath the rose-

covered arches of her gazebo, away from the close rooms of
the house, deeply engrossed in the legend of Diana, goddess of

—

moon, and her sleeping lover Endymion
her favorite.
A single triumphant shout had brought her reluctantly
back to the present. Sighing deeply she stood to see a young
man out in the field below. He had just thrown a javelin and
was peering towards the spot it had impaled, several feet from
where he stood.
She stretched and smoothed the hem of her shorts, then
gathered up her book for the short walk back up to the house.
She glanced once more at the lone intruder and saw that he had
raised a hand to shield his eyes from the sun and had spotted
her there. Selene froze instantly, her hand flying to her throat.
The young man below resembled a Grecian statue in that
the

moment,

his

arms bronzed perfection against the sleeveless

white jersey he wore.

"Endymion,

"

she whispered, hugging the book tightly.

The dark young man had waved then. Standing entranced, she
watched him stride powerfully towards her. He drew so close
she could see the tiny beads of sweat on his skin and how they
twinkled like diamonds in the late afternoon sunlight.
"Hi," he called out, smiling. "Is this your property?"

Selene stared helplessly, the surrounding quiet broken
only by the distant barking of a dog.

am I interrupting

"Hello,

Mrs.

.

.

.

Miss?"

"Yes, uh, Selene,

my name

she smiled cautiously back
is

a study session or something,

my property,

at

him.

Selene

is

my javelin

I

I

and backed up a
"Wait,

will

sorry if

soon get

I

I

am

is

stand

now

not."

sorry for tres-

interrupted a study session.

He gave

lost."

her a deep

.

.

bow

okay, this ..." she held up her book, "this

so don't leave on

no problem." She could

is

with a Miss,"

step.

it's

strictly pleasure,

there

.

where you just threw your javelin

am very

and

.

"And where you

"Yeah? Great! Well, Miss Selene,
passing, and

.

face of his pleasant gaze.

my

feel a

account, really,

I

is

mean

hard blush rising in the

Why?

"Are you sure?"
"Yes, of course.
visitors,

Mr.

It's

just that

.

many backdoor

.

"Timothy,

Tim Braun," he answered

he swiped an arm towards the

this,"

don't get

I

?"
.

cheerfully, "and

field, "is a

pipe dream.

You just caught me bangin' on it red-handedly Miss Selene."
He paused and laughed then, a rich melody that calmed her
wary

senses. Selene smiled with him.

"Watcha

readin' ?"

He

stooped as

if to

read the hidden

title.

"Greek mythology," Selene answered timidly, raising
her chin.

"Greek mythology,

brows

in gentle

hmmm

.

.

."

mockery. "Interesting."

He raised his eyeHe smiled again and

"

winked. His stamp of approval had been like the warmth of
that

balmy afternoon, and Selene had

felt

the

newborn

stirrings

of something alien inside her. She had smiled back.
Is

he the one? Selene wondered again on

midsummer's

month

eve, one

later.

this

She reveled now

in his

He

embrace, keenly aware of his breathing, his movements.

unbuttoned her blouse, and drew a gasp from her as he touched
her breast. His touch was so foreign and yet so fragile. You
strange, unearthly child, her mother's long-buried

words

flooded her mind. Selene pulled at his hair and kissed

him

fiercely.

A small puff of wind grew

suddenly and traced

across her forehead, carrying a small single sound on

way

its

its

current.

"Diana.
Selene's eyes flew open. She tensed and listened with

every pore.

A dog howled plaintively in the distance.

She

could see the moonswept scape beyond Tim's busy shoulder;
it

revealed no sudden threat. She sank back slowly, as

dream, her hand poised
belt,

her throat.

Tim was

tried to focus

fumbling with her

belt,

on

his

his

arm and motioned

movements. He was

cursing softly at

budge. Resting against the back of the

on

pulling at her

drawing her reluctantly from her impromptu post. She

shook her head and
still

at

a

if in

for

him

seat,

its

inability to

she placed a hand

to stop. After a

hesitation, she loosened the belt in

moment's

one swift motion.

A

stronger breeze penetrated the cab of the car, lifting a tendril of
hair

from her shoulder, releasing a long and wistful

sigh.

"Diana.

Across the

meadow somewhere,

endless and low. Selene sat bolt upright,

Tim's grasp. Her eyes raked over

dog howled again,
pulling herself from

the

their surroundings, noting

any shadow that might harbor a fiend among the dancing
wildflowers. All

was

quiet, the trees

dark and towering

sentinels around the tranquil setting.

"What's wrong?" Tim asked thickly, clearing
"I don't

know

...

I'm

sorry, but

something

his throat.

feels

.

.

.

She pulled

different."

at

her clothing with

would barely obey.
"What?" He stroked
'There's something

"What do you mean,

clammy

fingers that

her hair.

at

."
.

.

you sick or somethin'?"
"I don't know." She stopped and looked up at him.
"Didn't you hear something?"

"You mean

are

the dog?"

"Well, yes, and something else, you

She squirmed under

more

.

.

.

didn't hear

."
.

.

his questioning stare, pulling her blouse

tightly about her.

She found herself suddenly longing for

home. The gazebo. Her simple, solo existence there tantalized
her.

It

called out to her.

A third wind blew in from afar and

eddied in the seat between them. Along with
of

.

.

.

we just go somewhere

"Please, Tim, couldn't

She glanced around

She looked back out

"Excuse me, but
pretty far

lam.

I

her sleeve. "I

away

the scent

to

else?"

hastily before edging closer to him. "It's

really strange here."

at

came

Selene shivered.

wisteria ?

tugged

it

I

at the field.

thought you liked

know

it

/ do. Besides, that

me. Sounds

like

some

He

here."

huntin'

dog sounds

dog on the

really don't think he's a problem."
"I did like

Forgive

me

it,

I

do, but,

I

think now.

.

.

I'm not

same no

for acting so paranoid, but isn't this the

matter where

we

sure.

are?" Selene smiled weakly at him.

"Yeah, sure

it is,

but

I

have to admit

I

do

feel like

sixteen-year-old kid sneakin' around out here, but,

I

some

have a

you and me just sneak on back to your
house, or to my apartment. I'm really sure my roomie won't
mind butting out for awhile, he owes me one anyhow. .we
could pick up some brew, some takeout. ." He began to reach
brilliant idea.

Let's

.

.

for her again. Selene stiffened.

"No, not the house, not

yet. I

to you, but please just bear with

your place

either.

out onto the

street,

craving, favors

know

me on that,

that

sounds weird

okay?

And not

I'm not particularly fond of tossing anyone
not just to satisfy

owed

some middle of the

or not. Let's just drive around a

10

night

little

more, okay? There

quite a bit of country around here. It's

is

just that this particular spot turned out a
I

imagined.

feels ...

It

Tim shook
on the back of the

mean

I

little

.

.

spookier than

.

isn't that all right?

head and sighed, drumming

his

"Yeah, okay, okay,

seat.

why

his fingers

He

not?"

sighed again and reached for the dangling keys, turning them in

The engine ground

the ignition.

sluggishly for an instant

before dying with a hollow click.

"Oh, no!" he groaned, "not now, not now."

Tim

the keys again. Silence.

"Why me?"

steering wheel.

hard. "This

of gas in the dark stories."
at the road. "Sorry,

at the

lay his forehead against the

He

like

one of those dumb-ass out

raised his head and looked out

Miss Selene."

"What do you
She peered

twisted

His voice sounded muffled and

sound

starting to

is

He

think

it

is?" Selene asked anxiously.

jumble of dials and gauges

that decorated the

dashboard.

"Who knows? Wait here
The

self out.

a second."

He

hoisted him-

car rocked gently with the slam of the door, then

the raising of the hood. Soft, banging, thudding sounds drifted

back

to

where Selene

rubbing

sat,

at

her invisible necklace, one

eye fastened on the dark shrubbery that bordered their dusty
trail.

the
in,

This

is

not working.

She jumped

in her seat as

Tim

let

hood drop with a harsh bang. He walked back and reached
trying the keys once more. Nothing happened.

"Well

"Looks

like

I

.

.

.

looked

at

maybe

that will

Selene.

He

shit."

walk."

He

down

the road.

tossed the keys under the seat and

"You up

work."

glanced up and

for aerobics? If not, try the radio,

Before she could reply, he was

off,

kicking at an occasional rock as he went, sending clouds of
dust up into the moist, evening

air.

"Wait!" Selene shouted, climbing quickly from the car

and stumbling

to catch his receding form.

For what seemed a

now and then fighting to
Tim slowing then speeding up again,

long while they walked, Selene

match Tim's

stride,

whistling an impatient
or

when she stopped

to

number each time she fell behind,
remove a pebble lodged in her sandal.

little
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The

silence

was broken only by

of their crunching footsteps.

sound

cricket chatter and the

Am I Endymion bound?

Selene

thought wryly, falling behind once more.

The

began

trees

to thicken, creeping closer. Their lacy

black canopy of branches overhead formed a tunnel that
threatened to squeeze out the diminishing threads of moonlight.

The sounds of twigs snapping and

leaves rustling

went among the wall of trees surrounding

came and

their trudging forms.

"Dryads, leave us!" Selene sang out suddenly into the
darkness. She stopped instantly, alarmed by the spontaneity of

her words, as well as their immediate consequences. The
noises ceased abruptly, silence ensued.

"Who
back

to

are

you talking

to

back here?" Tim had retreated

where she stood.
"Dryads, in Greek mythology, they were

trees,

wood nymphs,"

weight of his smirk in the dark, but

pounding of her
that

spirits

it

failed to distract the

heart.

"Yeah? Well I think you've been reading too much of
stuff, Miss Selene." He snorted. "That sounded like your

garden variety raccoon to me."

He laughed and grabbed her

hand, pulling her along behind him. Selene remained

The

of the

she explained shyly. She could feel the

trees finally

began

to recede

and a small white

silent.

light ap-

shimmered and danced provocatively, growing
rounded a steep curve. Selene could make out
the form of a house just beneath it. A dog barked loud and

peared.

It

larger as they

close, heralding their arrival.

"Man, I hope these yokels have a phone," said Tim.
He dropped her hand and forged ahead to the little house.
Selene stopped

Her chest

at a neat picket

fence that lined the property.

tightening, she raised a

hand

to her throat.

the fence, a wisteria-tangled yard rambled on,

lavender
that

mounds

interrupted only

its

Beyond

incoherent

by a single stone walkway

connected the white house to the roadway. The house

itself

was one

sideways into

story
its

and long, with windows

walls.

set

high and

A lavender- tinted window, crescent in

shape, had been placed into the center of the front door.
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Tim's knock sounded sharp and intrusive here. Selene,
standing

still

him
whomever

at the gate,

fought the fleeting notion to call out to

whomever

to run, that

resided here, resided alone. That

was should never be disturbed. Whomever?
She drank deeply from the wisteria's scent. It encircled
She felt herself drawn to the walkway just as a shadow

her.

it

moved behind

the crescent

window

in the door.

reached Tim's side just as the door flew open.
old

man

Selene

A bespectacled

stood there, holding a walker.

"Children

at

my door, welcome

sweet children,

welcome!" he cried with a hearty laugh. He held up a hand as
Tim tried to speak. Nodding knowingly, the old man turned
and crept back inside, beckoning for them to follow. He
retreated

down

a short hallway.

He was

dressed in white:

white sweatshirt, white tennis shorts. Selene couldn't help but
notice

how well-muscled his legs were for one so decrepit.
Tim just shrugged and closed the door behind them.

Selene held on to his sleeve and followed closely. The old

man

stopped beside a large wooden door, one of three in the

hall.

He

A

reached over his walker and opened the door wide.

brighter light spilled

from

this

room. They entered

to find

themselves surrounded by a dazzling display of white. White
walls, white furniture, white marble busts,

and immediately the

dogs were upon them, pushing

in from all sides. Selene and
Timothy stood still amid the pressing, snuffling noses. All
breeds and sizes, they covered the immaculate floor, inspecting
the newcomers in unison.
"Now, now, leave the children! Leave them!" the old

man

chuckled.

He made

the center of the

"Do
large

room

his

way

to a large

armchair that

sat in

like a throne.

they bite?"

Tim

asked, as a

German shepherd with

brown eyes regarded him calmly.
"Hah!" the old man

"Not these

girls,

girls, my special dogs!"
they are all females ?" Selene asked, her

my

"You mean
mouth

spat, settling further into his perch.

slightly agape.

She cautiously patted the head of a

n

Welsh Corgi
huge

near her

sitting

nose quivering beneath

feet, its

elfin ears.

"Yes ma'am, not a rowdy male among 'em! Not one!"
Selene raised her eyebrows at Tim.
"Uh, do you have a phone we could use? We had a bit
of car trouble back down the road." Tim jerked his head in the
direction of the door.

"Go

on,

young man, go

on. Phone's through there,

cross that hall, there's a door. Directly across,
the kitchen. Phone's

I

mean. That's

on the wall." He shooed Tim away with

one hand as he spoke, digging out a white hankie with the

He proceeded

other.

to polish his spectacles.

Tim nodded

"Yeah, okay."
back."

He

shoulder as he turned and

settling

right

waded back through the dogs and out
fell upon the room. The dogs

thumping sounds

about the floor. Selene allowed her eyes to

browse timidly before stopping
resting

man. "Be

grinned, and winked at Selene, then patted her

the door. Soft

were

to the old

an exquisite bust of a

at

woman

on the mantle.
"Hestia," she exclaimed, "goddess of the domestic

hearth.

"

you share my.
passion." The old man was
smiling. He nudged a spotless footstool from beneath his chair.
"So,

I

"Sit. I

see

.

don't bite either,

I

.

He

don't."

grinned

slyly.

Selene inched forward and sank into the footstool. She was

suddenly aware that her body
smiled back

felt

heavy, cumbersome. She

old man, grateful to be sitting.

at the

Selene was aware of other busts encircling the room.

They seemed

to swirl like live things.

So many, so many

Selene swallowed. Feeling too warm, she tugged lightly
collar of her blouse,

.

.

.

at the

aware of the old man's steady gaze.

"Your name, dear?" he asked

finally.

"Selene."

"Ah, yes
to the

Romans

it

.

.

.

Greek goddess of the moon. But
Diana ."

Selene,

meant

.

.

.

"Yes," Selene whispered, "yes"

"The huntress,

fierce.

She
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fears

no man, no beast!" His

voice was growing deeper, more potent. Selene could only
nod.

"Diana.

.

time

.

is

we slumber

brief as

.

He

."

.

fixed

her more deeply in his crooked stare. "Keep unto you ..."

placed a small, cool object in her hand.

A round and silver
The body of a

amulet, attached to a silver, snakelike chain.

woman was

carved into

its

A crescent gemstone,

surface.

lavender in shade, lay embedded in her forehead.
like a cold

He

It

glittered

and ancient flame.

"No,

I

can't,

I

.

.

.

can't."

"Yes!"
"Diana, Selene, Diana," he chanted, his voice growing
stronger.

Selene

She wanted

to

felt

flushed in the growing glow of the amulet.

be part of it, for

to

it

be part of her. At once a

long-suppressed hunger emerged, growing inside of her,

consuming her with sharp pangs of longing.
"Diana, Selene, Diana."

She swayed
and

large.

She had

in the

to

lift

Waxing and waning.

stream of his words. She

her entire head just to look upon him.

The old man had leaned forward,
light.

Gone were

clumsy

felt

moonHe was
glossy crown on his

into a ray of waiting

the wizened features, the spectacles.

years younger, centuries older. His hair a

noble head. Sinew and muscle stood out clear and strong in the

curve of his neck.

And

were burning white

his eyes,

above

all

else his eyes: they

starlight, flickering flames.

And when

he

smiled, his teeth were bright and sharp against the rich red

velvet of his

lips.

room began

Selene's breathing deepened as the

expand and

fall

against the impossible stretch of time.

so high and rare, the flutes of

"Endymion

awaits. "

Pan

.

.

hum. Her breathing became

and she could

feel the

room

And

the sweetest music,

.

His voice penetrated her. Selene

closed her eyes and the music faded
soft

to

away. Great columns appeared, soaring

away

returning
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slowly,

regular, the

more

becoming a

swaying stopped,

solid

around

her.

She opened her eyes
chair,

head

tilted to

to see the old

man

sitting

one side as he smiled

back

in his

at her.

"Daydreamin,' missy?" he laughed, sounding coarse

and old again.

"Why?" Selene asked weakly.

"Why what?

There are no others here." He gestured

around the room, then laughing and winking he pressed a
gnarled finger to his

The dogs

lips.

shifted slightly, the door opened,

and Tim

reappeared.

"Hey!" He clicked
got a hold of Mark,

about where to meet us.

He looked
man.

I,

ah, guess

He waved

his fingers

my roommate.

at the

we

I

and smiled

Selene. "I

at

He's on his way.

think he got

I

told

him

it."

old man. "Hey, thanks for the phone,

better scoot if we're

gonna catch Mark."

old man.

at the

"Ready?"
"Yes," Selene answered

softly.

She smiled

old

at the

man. "Thank you."
"Yeah, thanks."
Selene. She grabbed

sea of dogs, pulling

it,

Tim

echoed, holding his hand out to

moving

Tim behind

gracefully through the parting
her.

"Farewell, children!" the old
chair. All

man

called out

from

his

around him a hundred pairs of canine eyes blinked

like fireflies.

you know the way out now!"
warm air was loaded with the wisteria.
go of Tim and stepped lightly through their purple

"I think

Outside, the

Selene

let

haze and into the

street.

"Hey, wait up!"

Tim

called after her.

"What a weirdo, huh? 'Me and my

girls' !"

His

growling mimicry grated against the silken darkness.

"Leave him be!" Selene interrupted sharply.
"Excuse me, Miss Selene!" he grumbled. "What the
hell

anyway." He floundered
"I'm

to

keep his position beside

sorry, it's just that he

she smiled contritely, "and

Mark
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was
is

really a sweet old

meeting us so soon!

her.

man,"

And

then," she grabbed his

hand again, "we can get back

to

.

.

.

business?"

"Yeah

.

.

.

yeah

Tim glanced

right."

at

her curiously as

he hurried along.

They

traveled the rest of the

way

With
Tim's, they seemed

in silence.

Selene keeping her hand locked tightly in

to glide with relentless, effortless ease, reaching the car in

shortened time. Selene released

Tim from

they had a chance to speak, Mark's truck

jouncing

down

her grip. Before

came

roaring and

the road, raising dust like fog in the

beam of his

headlights.

"Hey, Timbo!" he yelled out over the low booming
sounds of the rock music emanating from around him as he

lowered his window.

"Hey

.

.

Tim

."

awakening from

window

like a

man

sleep.

"What's up, man?"
the

back slowly,

called

to peer at

He

Tim's

laughed and leaned further from

car,

where Selene now

lolled

against the lifeless hood.

"Wish

I

knew!" He glanced

at Selene.

"Car's dead,

man!"
"Let's hear

music died

as

Tim

it!

"

The thunderous sounds of the rock

leaned over and fished the keys from under

the seat.

He ground them into

hummed

smoothly to

life.

the ignition.

The

car's

motor

Selene smiled.

"What the hell?" Tim slapped the side of the
"This bitch was dead, I mean really dead!"

car.

"Yeah, yeah!" Mark shook his head and leered

at

Selene.

"Really,
off,

it

was!

I

don't get

it!"

Tim turned the

ignition

then on again. Again the engine roared.

time to

"What now?" Mark drummed on
a phantom tune in his head.

his steering

wheel

"Hold on a sec!" Tim grabbed Selene's arm. "Well,
the night's still young in my book, what do you say?"
"Home."

"You mean your home?
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I

thought

it

was off limits."

in

.

meant take me home,
Selene answered calmly.
"What?"
"I

"Some

please, as in 'drop

other night, please.

I

me

really don't feel

off,"

up

to

it

now." She blinked and looked away. "I'd forgotten there are
some things I have to attend to early." She looked back into his
eyes. "Really."

"Come

on,

no way, you're kidding, right?" He

squeezed her arm more

"No,

"I'm

Moving

tightly.

am not." She pulled away and glared at him.
sorry." He ignored the blast from Mark's horn.
I

closer he touched her cheek.

"Please, Tim." She offered a tiny smile. "I really need
to

go home now."

He
let's

go then." He turned and waved

follow us.

"Okay
Mark. "Hey man,

stared into her face for a long second.

I'll

at

buy you a beer!"
a thumbs up and rolled up

Mark gave

Tim

pulled out into the road,

shining like twin
in silence, the

Mark

moons through

his

.

.

window. As

followed, his headlights

the rear

window. They rode

weight of the evening between them. Selene

allowed him a brief kiss after he maneuvered the car beside the
curb in front of her darkened house.

"Next week

try

it

again?" he offered quietly, and

nodded and smiled back. She rose quickly
from the car and was on her front porch, never looking back
smiled. Selene

when he drove away, Mark

in noisy pursuit.

Selene turned her face into the rising breeze that pushed
impatiently at her hair and clothing. She went around the side

of the house, through the dew-laden backyard to the garden

below. She crossed to the gazebo, crawling with
roses, so pure in the moonlight.

She stood

its

white

in its center

and put

a hand to her throat, pulling the amulet from beneath the collar

of her blouse, where

hollow

it

had nestled perfectly

there. Its coolness

"Endymion,

"

burned into

in the

smooth

her.

she whispered. The roses were like

small marble figures that seemed to brighten immediately.
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"

They began
always

a dance of prelude, swirling faster and faster,

at the

perimeter of her vision. They danced and

danced. Selene began to sway.

A wind blew powerfully from across the calm of the
moon-draped

fields

below. All other sounds ceased as

deposited a single sound in

its

it

wake.

"Diana.

Moonlight Series No. 3
Theresa Anderson
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Natural Events

Lawn mower

growls

over noise of black
bird's cawing, red-headed

woodpecker
street,

down

flies

perpendicular

to flight pattern of

plane's spiraling

trail

overhead. Blue birds ruffle
dried

palm leaves sweeping

down

past

my chair where

bees buzz atop

nandinas swaying

in slight breeze. Closer

orange butterfly skims
fuchsia dianthus

potted on wrought iron
table,

sun casting

shadow below. Above
on a branch cooing closely

plump gray
doves. Double
is

a pair of

black love bugs
united on

my

sit

arm,

constantly copulating.

Rachel McReynolds Brown
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That Dark Winter
I

had a fake laugh, a pretentious smile.

Black Michael knew

He

it.

saw,

Before he stepped over to the wrong

Ralph gave

side.

Bullet in the head,

in.

Christmas Day.

So did what's-her-name
But she took
Christ!

I

it

.

.

.

Lynn,

in the heart.

was too young

.

.

.

Dane and I would climb the tree—
The one in the park across from Officers'
and drink Evan Williams. No chaser,
Unless
All
I

I

we

Row—

did boilermakers. Didn't matter,

ever wanted to

know was how

I

got home.

had the band, you know.

But

that's all I had.

knew

was going to make it,
Knew I had it in me,
And I knew I would find it someday,
Maybe after a few more songs.
I

I

Dane'bramage, Psycho-Eric the

When

it

comes down

to

fugitive,

and myself.

it,

We weren't that bad.
Ellie brought

But
I

I

you over,

didn't believe in love.

was

Ralph

like

Ralph;

— The

Eater of Shotgun Barrels,

Ralph the Thorough.

And you,

looking so mature to be so young,

So metropolitan, bewildered by me?
Ragged,
Drying

dirty jeans, a faded shirt

in the salt air

Long greasy

.

.

.

pickled,

hair and the smell of cheap beer,
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Sweat. Not the sweat you know.

No, the sweat of an animal,
Fight or

flight.

The sweat of fear.

How could I not feel your presence
Crawling in my frightened mind
Like the stamp of the sun,
Vivid even after you look away?

That aura of innocent mystery
lurking beneath your smile.

Your dark eyes and sidelong glance.
I pretended not to notice as you sat,
hands between your knees, toes turned
absorbing the

in,

room

when you added just

a

word

to

its

conversation.

you a ride.
I took you to Bonaventure cemetery,
Put my round shades on the life-size Jesus
I

called. I offered

Instant

statue:

John Lennon...

But

I

worshiped you. I'd found

my icon,

My missing jigsaw-puzzle piece.
A princess? It's your middle name.
"Princess of the

Morning

Am I to blame, my

little

In that dark winter

I fell

Star,"

am I to blame?

dove,
in love?

Forrest Jackson
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Numbers

Safety in

Susan Parker
"Okay,

sit

back a

says, expertly dabbing a

little,

and don't slouch," Theresa

wedge-shaped brush

tiny,

into a

lipstick.

Really Raisin.

What

a stupid

name

for a lipstick.

Burnished Bronze would sound so much more sophisticated.

She

tests the

leaning over to

fill

brush on the back of her hand before

in the outline she traced over

my mouth a

few minutes ago. "You should definitely get some of these
brushes, Lisa. They don't cost too much and they last forever."

how much they are, because people
you funny when you ask how much things are in here,
I

look

at

don't want to ask

but I'm not sure

brought enough cash to cover the facial and

I

make-over. Oh, what the
the

bank

You

later.

"I've been looking for a

mine since

I

good

set

of brushes.

homeroom with

got

my

state license,

and

that

me when I
Do you remember her? She was

Kelly Martin gave them to

six years ago.

passed the cosmetology exam.
in

a check and stop by

think these are the best?"
"I've had

was

hell, I'll write

us before she dropped out of school. She

used to work here, before the baby and

all.

She said

I

natural talent, and natural talent should not be wasted

had a
on cheap

brushes. I've never used anything else since."
I divine from this testimonial that the brushes are a bit
on the expensive side, but I don't feel like I can say no, and

besides,

I

why I should
this month,
Dad
money
Mom and
and I'm going out tonight, and I know Amy and

can think of a bunch of other reasons

—

get

them

it's

Saturday

I've already given

Renee don't have brushes

like these

—and

them. "Well, you'd better add a set to
Theresa. I'm sure

I

my

besides,

I

want

other things,

won't get the same effect using the cheap

ones."

She smiles and nods to Charlene, who disappears into
the stockroom to get the brushes. "Okay, we just need a bit of
finish powder and we're done." She picks up a fat brush,
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poking

into a tub of loose

it

edge of the

pot.

"Do

it

face lightly, "or you'll

powder, and taps

it

gently on the

just like this," she says, dusting

my

wind up using too much, and you'll

look like a ghost."
lets me in on a trade secret or two every
my face done. The first thing she ever taught me
was to get all my cosmetic ducks in a row before I start putting

Theresa always

time

get

I

anything on. The second was to
to the

make

sure that I'm not allergic

make-up, preferably before Saturday night.

"No

matter what kind of cosmetics you use, though,"

she had cautioned during last month's

"you have to have
you won't put the
make-up on right, and honey, you won't even look good in
candlelight." She told me to go to Farrier's Lighting and ask
for a Cameo bulb by name. "That's the only kind of bulb we
visit,

the right kind of light. If the light's wrong,

use in our vanity mirrors here."
I

step

and brass

down awkwardly from

chair.

"Ugh, I've been

"Well, the

How's

that

head over

stiff legs

Cameo

are worth

it

—you look fabulous.

bulb working out for you?" she asks as

to the reception

desk

at the front

never had time to pick one up,"

I

my bag for my wallet. The truth is,

we

of the salon.

was so busy last month
say, rummaging around in

"I'm going to Farrier's today.
I

the high crimson suede

sitting too long."

I

the bulb costs $35, and

I

enough money for it. My birthday was a couple of
weeks ago, though, and Nana Mills always sends me a check
didn't have

for $50, "for girl things."

Well, you'll just love the difference," she assures

we

arrive at the desk. "Charlene, that's a facial

over, plus everything in this basket,

me

as

and a make-

and she has a twenty

percent club card," she says crisply. "Next month, Lisa?"

"Next month, Theresa. Thanks a

lot."

"See you then."
"That'll be $89.95,
pleasantly, handing

me

the

Miss Mills," Charlene says

famous crimson,

write out the check and glance

lapis,

and gold

my cosmetics and brush set as
at my watch. 2:45 pm—just

Chateau San Michelle bag with
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I

enough time to run
my nails and toes.

to Farrier's for that bulb

and get home

Mom yells up the stairs.

"Lisa, telephone!"

to

do

"It's

Renee."
Shit,

I'm

middle of doing

right in the

could you ask her

"She says

if I
it's

can

had a phone

I

one

in the hall.

receiver until

in

"Got

lips.

"Ma,

her back?"

call

important."

"Okay, be right there."
that

my

I

wish for the hundredth time

my bedroom instead of having to use the
it!"

I yell,

saying nothing into the

hear her hang up the downstairs extension.

I

"Renee,

I

have half-painted

lips," I greet her.

"What's

up?"

"Tim's bringing someone."

"Who?"
"A guy named Mark."
"Well, that changes things, doesn't it?"

"Oh,

I

don't think so. Craig says he's not really

anybody."

"Oh, well that's different. Mark ... I seem to
remember a Mark."
"The name sounds vaguely familiar."
"Didn't Tim have a roommate in college named Mark?
"Yeah,

I

think so."

"Whatever. Did you

"No,
"I

it's

me up

Amy yet?"

thought you could."

have half-painted

"No,
picking

I

call

Renee.

Do you mind?"

okay. I'm ready. Craig, Slip, and

at 8:45.

We'll meet you

lips,

at

Amy are

You're going with Tim and Mark.

Indy's around nine-ish," she says, which

always means closer to 9:30.
"Well, I'm glad you called to

have been pissed

someone

if I'd

tell

gotten into the car and there

there."
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would
was

me, because

I

"Craig says he's not, so don't worry about

thought you'd want to know.

"She's always great. Hey,
today. She's right,

it

I

it.

just

How was Theresa today?"

makes a big

I

finally got that

difference.

I

Cameo

bulb

got a set of

their brushes, too."

"Got any money

left for

drinks tonight?"

"Just barely. Besides, since when do we ever have to
buy more than two?"
Renee laughs. "True, true. Go do your lips. I'll talk to
you later."
"Later." I hang up the phone and rush back to the
warm Cameo light in the bathroom to finish getting ready.

The

have a strange relationship, Tim,

six of us

Slip,

We go out together almost every
weekend, unless one of us has a date with someone else. We
Craig, Renee,

Amy, and

I.

don't date each other; that would be like dating a brother or a

—

sister

gross.

Going out with the guys

many

situations that

one ever looks

we

is

because there are so

never have to deal with. First of

like they're alone.

to attract people; the

great,

For some reason,

all,

no

this tends

guys always say that they get more phone

numbers now going out with us than they ever did before going
out by themselves.
And God knows, Amy, Renee, and I never have a
problem getting guys guys are only interested in the girls that

—

are with other guys, not the girls that are obviously available.

The neat thing

you don't have to do anything
more than arrive together and hang out together for people to
think you actually ARE together. Renee came up with a really
is

that

great idea once: give your

them pay

money

to the

charge, and

let

someone

paying your way, which,

is

for you.

It

looks to everyone else as

always preferable to paying yourself.

26

guys for the cover

if

you're female,

is

if

What I really like is that if one of us meets someone
we'd rather get rid of later, it's no problem. Amy, Renee,
and I all do a great impersonation of a jealous girlfriend, and
Tim, Slip, and Craig can look pretty intimidating when they
want to. I mean, who knows what kind of weirdos you'll run
into
it's not like they wear a sticker that says, "Hello, my
name is CREEP," although that would be convenient.
that

—

Tim and this Mark person are downstairs talking with
and Dad as I decide on the ruby earrings I got for my

Mom

sixteenth birthday and a gold bracelet.

I

go for a

short, button-

front black dress instead of the ruffled poet's shirt

had originally intended

skirt that I

to wear,

we're going to Indy's, but also because
Craig's opinion about Mark. For

all I

I

and blue

mainly because

don't entirely trust

know, he could be

somebody.
I

check

my legs

one more time for runs

stockings, then head downstairs.

Walk

in

my

slow, walk slow, walk

slow.

"Hey, Lisa,"
ready?

It's

Tim

calls

I

living

How do I look?"

"Yeah, I'm ready.

around as

from the

room. "Are you

almost nine."

walk

into the

"Your enthusiasm
all

ask, twirling

room.

"You always look

"Great," he says absently.

"I'm sure

I

is

great."

overwhelming."

the guys at Indy's will have plenty of

enthusiasm for you," he says waving his friend over. "This

Mark,

is

my roommate from college."
Well, so

maybe

much

for that. He's good-looking, but he's

my

guy looks more like the
Fisher-Price man
blond hair, fair skin, and a total yuppie, but
with a dark, passionate side. Mom and Dad are smiling their
dark,

Italian,

and

—

dumb "We Like Him"
the sofa,

which means

I try

ideal

smile at
this

to think of

guy

me
is

over their newspapers from

a dead bore.

something witty to say. "Tim says

you're a total lady-killer, Mark, but you seem perfectly safe to
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me,"

is

the best

can come up with, and

I

me

holds out a hand for
"I

else

swear

Very

to shake.

smile at

I

safe

.

.

him

as he

too bad.

.

haven't killed anyone," he chuckles. "What

I

have you been saying?" He gives Tim a look.
everyone that you're also a fascist and a chronic

"I told

Tim

bed-wetter."

smiles, looking pleased with himself.

"Great, Matheson, that's just great."

"Come

on,

we need to

Tim

go,"

says,

moving towards

you later, Mr. and Mrs. Mills."
"Have a good time," they call after us. "Nice

the front door. "See

met you, Mark."
Tim's already

move

in the driver's seat,

me, and
lamps

as

I

look up

at

him,

I

"No, no," he smiles, and
lie.

He

me

gives

There
in,

is

and there are

have

automatically
the door for
street

dark eyes like metal.

reflect off his

out of the back seat

I

can see the light from the

"I get car sick if I sit in back.

the

and

Mark opens

for the front passenger's seat.

to

I

Do you mind?"

can

tell

a look that says he

when we

he sees right through

knows I'm not

getting

get to Indy's.

crowd in the parking lot when we
blue lights from a police car flashing

a huge

pull

intermittently.
"Shit,
last

I

hope there wasn't a

August, Tim,

here because

when

they shut the club

some guys had gotten

"Hell, yeah."

He

"Remember
down just as we got

fight," I say.

in a

major brawl?"

looks over his shoulder at Mark.

was outrageous, man. Oh,

"It

wait." he says, pointing. "It's just a

speeder or something."

"Thank God. Hey, there's Craig," I say, as Mark rolls
down his window.
"Where are you parked?" Mark yells, and Craig waves
him over to the space the others have saved for us. Slip always
parks his car diagonally across two spaces to make sure that we
park next to each other.

I

pull the visor mirror
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down

to

check

my make-up
charge as

and hand Tim a five dollar

we

bill

pull in.

"For services rendered,"

tease him.

I

glance in the mirror as he cocks an eyebrow
the bill in his teeth

door for

me

I

catch Mark's

at us.

Tim

takes

and laughs.

The car doors slam

my

for the cover

before

I

as

I

check

my

lips

get a chance to do

and Mark opens
myself.

it

"Services?"
I

me from the

accept the hand he holds out to help

smile at him, and brush past airily to go meet

car,

Amy and Renee.

Eat your heart out, Mark.

"I

swear to God,"

here practically naked

if

Amy gripes,

you want

to

"you have

to

come

in

compete with the damn

waitresses!"

No

shit,"

Renee

agrees, eyeing the

dress gyrating past us with a cocktail tray.

change

skimpy
I

scarlet slip

wish they'd

their uniforms."
"I don't!" Slip leers at the

leggy blonde waitress

wearing a white sash with the words Winner's Circle

emblazoned on
"If

I

it

as she stops to take our drink order.

owned

this place, I'd

uniforms as the bartenders,"

I

make them wear the same

grin,

nodding towards the guy

standing at the keg tap behind the bar in a royal blue union suit
that says Pit

Crew on

"Green

flag

the back.

went down twenty minutes ago, guys, you

got ten minutes left," the waitress says, wagging her head

around in time to the nonsensical top forty music that I'd never
listen to outside of a

Mark
plains.

looks

dance club.

at

Craig blankly. "Green flag?"

"Green flag means there's a drink special," he ex"Every time you buy one, it counts as one lap in the

Indy 500, and when you have 500 laps, you get a T-shirt."

"How many

laps

do you have?"

"351," the waitress answers for Craig.
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"He and

Slip

'

two biggest drunks

are the

... ah, I

mean, best customers,

in

the bar."

'Thanks, Karen," Slip smirks
special?" he asks as

Mark

at her.

pulls a twenty out of his wallet.

"B-52 shooters for a buck."
'There are seven of us," Mark

money.

"How

says,

handing her the

about a round of doubles?"

Be

"Sure.

"What's the

right back."

Amy

"Speaking of drunks,"

says as

Tim joins

us,

sloshing beer over his hands from the three plastic cups he's
holding, with a waitress in

tow who's got another

"Gentlemen," he roars,

"start

four.

your engines

!

Renee groans, relieving him of a
plastic cup. "You have to come up with a new line."
"Thank you thank you thank you," Amy says, plucking
a beer from the waitress's tray. "Hey, Renee, Paul Goodman
and Jeff Leary are at the bar." She links her arm through
Renee' s, and pulls her in the direction of the blue neon light
over The Pit.
"Hey, hey, watch the brew!" Renee looks over her
shoulder at me. "Back in a few. Don't let the sots steal my
"Tim,

that's so tired,"

shot."

"Your alcohol
scanning the
to

flirt

mob

for

safe with

is

somebody

I

turn

I

look around,

my Fisher-Price man has yet to reveal

with. Apparently,

himself tonight, so

me."

interesting, or at least familiar,

back

to

Mark. Practice Makes Per-

fect.

"Doesn't take them very long to get going, does

Mark

says,

handing

me

a beer.

"So many men, so
fast if

it?"

time,"

little

you're going to get to them

all

I

by

reply. "Gotta

work

last call." I take

a

deep swallow of the beer while he has a good laugh over that
one. "Okay,

now watch Renee,"

"She'll put her

hand on

I

say conspiratorially.

his arm, flip her hair, probably laugh at

some lame joke of his, and then

it's all

goner."
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over

—

the guy's a

"Oh,

is

that

how

it

works?"

"It works for me."
I laugh.
"Guys don't get that devious about women. We just hit
them over the head with our clubs and drag them back to our

caves," he jokes.

Tim's

I

chuckle

not really amused, but he's

lightly,

friend.

"Come
"Well

.

on, let's
.

go dance," he

says, taking

my

arm.

wait, our shots are here."

.

"No problem," he

says, taking

two glasses off the

tray.

"We'll just take them to go."

Oh, what the

hell, I'll just

my type.

that he's not

ask

Tim later to

tell

There's no harm in a dance.

I

Mark
finish

my

beer and follow him out onto the dance floor.

Everyone

Renee and

else

seems

Amy follow us

to consider this a novel idea;

with their shots and their men, and

and Tim are trying

Slip, Craig,

with them. For some reason,

all

this

coax some

makes me

and enjoy the music, joining

to relax

we

to

drink

down

girls to

go dance

feel better.

in the loud

I start

"whoop"

as

our shots and pass the empty cups off to a

waitress.

damn D.J. throws on a slow
love song. I stand there, staring at Mark like an idiot, while
everyone else pairs off. He won't let go of my hand, and I
don't want to make a scene, so I stay and dance with him. The
The song

light

ends, and the

on the dance floor changes

white

flitting

through

"Why do
feel like

I'm

in a

Dammit,
close.

I

to red, with little bubbles of

it.

they think this

is

I

ask Mark. "I

deranged fish tank or something."
I

can feel his hips leaning into me. He's too

feel smothered.

I

pull

ends and the beat picks up.

away

INXS

God.

How do you feel?
I'm

romantic?"

lonely.

What do you think?
Can 't think at all.
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as the

song mercifully

with strobe lights

—thank

"Where
"It's

my

you going?" he

says,

and

his voice

seems

me.

different to

around

are

not a slow song."

waist and

I

pull

I

away

as he snakes his

on

feel his fingers close

my

arm

rear end.

Shit.

"Hey,

if

works for me."

it

The strobe lights are so weird; they make Mark look as
someone were cutting out every other motion of his body, so

that

he appears here one

like a caricature of a

and looks right

in

"I think

it

moment and

person dancing as he leans towards

friend,

looks

me

my eyes.
works for you,

Come

too.

I'm out of here. Tim's just going

caveman

He

there the next.

and

I

could care less

to

on."

have

to call off his

he thinks I'm being a

if

bitch.
I

then

I

away from him

pull

feel this jarring pain in

Renee. She turns with an

to

walk off the dance

my chest

irritated

as

I

floor,

and

stumble back into

"Hey!" and sucks

in her

breath.

"Holy
I

is

shit!"

realize that

She rushes over and grabs

my

skin feels cold

—

my

collar.

my

the front of

dress

wide open.

Renee
spreads

it

"Jesus
steers us

pulls off the

over

cropped jacket she's wearing and

my chest. "Amy!"
Christ! Come on." Amy
I

can't speak.

"What happened?"
catch a glimpse of

something
us,

my arm and

towards the ladies' room.

I'm coughing.

I

grabs

at

him before

My chest is killing me.

Amy yells

over the music.

Tim pushing Mark and yelling
room door closes behind

the ladies'

muffling the loud music outside.

"Fuck,

I

matter-of-factly,

don't think

I

can

fix this, Lisa,"

examining the bodice of my

Renee says

dress.

"Three

buttons are missing, and this one's just barely hanging on."

"You're going to have a hell of a bruise

there.

happened?" repeats Amy, rubbing her hands over
shoulders.
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my

What

"I

don't know/'

I

clutch

my

dress closed and look at

Renee. "I don't know.

What happened?" I'm

chest feels so tight, and

my

What just happened
It

to

whole head

screaming,

my

and

I

lean on the sink,

lungs.

we have to get her out of here," Renee
Amy. "Go tell Slip we need his car."

"Jesus,

nervously to
I

hear

my

burning hot.

me?

hurts to scream, to talk even,

trying to get air into

feels

says

Amy leave as the muffled noise outside blasts

into the ladies'

room when

she opens the door. There

is

no

music now, only a loud burst of voices shouting, and the
relative quiet

descends again as the door shuts.

"Come

we can

you fixed up a little,"
Renee says, putting her arm around my shoulders and turning
on the cold water tap. She squats down in front of me and
frowns, looking closely at the tears and pulled threads on my
dress where the polished buttons used to be. She picks at them
on, let's see if

for a minute while

I

get

stand there wheezing. "Put

my jacket on,

Renee shakes her head at me as Amy returns.
"Damn, that was fast, Amy. What's going on?"
"Let's go. The police are closing the club," Amy says,
holding Slip's keys. "There's been a fight."
I wipe my fingers over my eyes and look in the mirror.
The fluorescent lights overhead cast a greenish tinge
Lisa."

over the antiseptic-looking metal fixtures in the bathroom.

Mascara stands out on

my

my pale

skin looks sallow under the light.
I

look ghoulish, garish.

I

shake

I

can't fix this.

my head at Renee.

33

skin in wide smears;

Metaphysical Jetty
Keith Langston
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To Mary Stewart
Brilliant stars stud a

Black domed sky
Like a ring of wolves eyes

A blaze of darkness
An

innocent

moon and

a

Lover's voice
Sultry and cat-sleepy

Yet sheathing a bright edged dagger

bound and cornered
In her shadowed nest
Siphoned by her dangerous caress
I'm drawn nearer to the flame
Softly

Treading the balance between
Distance and obsession

Although

I

know

I'll

be punished severely

For occupying heaven

Bobby Myers
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Everyday Abstraction
Cindy Intorre
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Peeping Tom's Dream
Cindy Intorre

37

In
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Working Order
Doug Spinks

"Wine, Mistress?"
Patricia Saunders

I

looked around me. The tiny space, barely four feet by

and the barred walls and ceiling seemed more

three,

animal than a
there

human

fit

for an

being. Clean straw covered the floor, and

was a pan of water

in

one corner.

I

could see

many

cells

mine, lining the walls of the large room. They were

like

stacked, each cage four feet high, with a small, locked gate that

could be raised and lowered for a door. They were not meant
to

be entered standing. The occupants of these

did, a sturdy metal collar

cells

wore, as

I

locked inflexibly around their necks.

mine bore the symbol of the House of
Tasra. We were naked in the cages, to save expense of
clothing, and the dry straw prickled and scratched at every
movement. I pulled the thin blanket around me and wondered
what I was here for.
I heard footsteps approach on the catwalk spanning the
room. They stopped with a jangle of keys as the sandaled feet
of a guard and a scribe stood before my cage. "Take this one
from the kennels and have him washed and combed," the
scribe said. "The Mistress wishes to be served in her rooms
this evening." He wrote something in the book he carried as
the guard nodded. With a swish of robes, the scribe turned and
I

had been told

they

left

that

the room.

I

heard the hushed whispers of the others

discussing me.

"She picked
"I

wish

I

that one,"

one

said.

had been chosen," remarked another. None

spoke loudly, of course, fearing the whip of the guard.
I

girl

had already seen one beating

earlier that day.

A slave

had stolen a pastry from the kitchens, thinking she was

alone.

A cook walked in on her as

to the kennels for punishment.

she was eating, and sent her

She had been chained

to a post,

her slender wrist hoisted up above her head, forcing her to
stand on the tips of her toes. She hung there beautifully, every
blow of the whip bringing tears and soft cries from her. Welts
shone red on her smooth back. The guard was not gentle with
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her,

nor was he cruel.

He paced

each blow evenly, not

choosing to vary interval and strength to devastate her,

down the emotional barriers she had erected around
and leaving her intensely vulnerable and helpless, but to

breaking
her,

give her a very firm reminder of her place under the Master or
Mistress. She received ten lashes of a Talusian slave whip.

The beating only
weeping

lasted ten arcs, but

could

still

hear her

in her cage.

It

was near

when I heard

the sixth arch

He unlocked

returning for me.

and you

in fifty arcs,

the guard

the kennel and raised the gate.

He motioned for me to come out.
"Come on, we haven't got
you

I

all

The Mistress wants

day.

stink of the pens."

still

A Talusian

arc corresponds to a Terran minute, an arch to an hour. There

were about

thirty

Terran minutes

left

my

before

appointment

with the Mistress, Lady Tasra.

He snapped

the leash on

my

collar as

I

crawled out of

My hands were braceleted behind me,

the cage.

impatiently to the baths. Attendants took

who unlocked my
nearby, the key
sturdy wood.

It

wrists,

and

I

was

me from the

led

guard,

throwing the bracelets on a table

them. The door to the baths was of
was bound with iron, and fastened with a

left in

heavy, locking beam.

While the attendants bathed me,

What would Tasra be

me to

like?

I

wondered why she had chosen

serve tonight. Surely any one of her other slaves would

be more pleasant to look upon than
I

my mind whirled.

could increase

my lot. A

I.

Perhaps

softer cell, a

if I

pleased her,

warmer blanket, better
if one was

food, even clothing in the kennels could be had,
pleasing. If one

was lucky, one could even sleep on

the tiles at

the foot of the Mistress's couch at night, chained to the slave
ring there.
I

was

dried,

and dressed

in

perfumed slave

a yellow tunic, with a necklace of red slave beads.

binding fiber completed the

outfit.

It

was

silk.

It

was

A belt of

suitable for the tying

of wrists or ankles, or as a leash or tether for the securing of the
slave, should the

Master or Mistress
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desire.

My hair was tied

back with a yellow ribbon. The bracelets were snapped on
wrists again, this time before

my

body, and

was

I

led

my

down

a

smooth-tiled stone corridor by a guard.

We
hallway.

stopped before one of the

The guard knocked

many

three times

doors lining the

A low,

on the door.

melodious voice called "Enter." This was the moment

been uneasy over since
fists

I

had been chosen for

had

evening.

My

clenched unconsciously in the bracelets. The guard

opened the door and prodded
"Here he

is,

me

in with the

Mistress. Bathed and

my

knees;

I

end of his whip.

combed." And

are in the presence of the Mistress, slave."

of

this

I

obediently knelt on the

He

to

me: "You

lashed the back

tiles.

I remained on the cool floor, I thought about my
was being given a chance to prove my worth as a
pleasure slave. I could return to the fighting pits, where free
men and women placed wagers on the outcome of fights to
unconsciousness, or to the death between slaves. The sweat,
the gore, maiming, all part of the life I could get away from if I
only showed I could be a silk slave, intended for the pleasures
of my Mistress or Master. Tasra had given me the choice, by
choosing me from the fighting stable of her father. All I had to
do was serve her well.
I had a good life in the stable; I was strong, and had
won many fights. Tasra must have seen me there, veiled and
robed as all self-respecting Talusian free women. I had gained

As

choices.

much

I

What kind of respect could I have as the
woman? Perhaps I should rebel against her. She

respect there.

plaything of a

would probably send me back
have

my dignity,

even though

to the stable

my

where

standings in the

would still
Pits had

I

been dropped. Once slaves are purchased from a fighting
stable, their ratings are

dropped

if

they were bought for non-

fighting purposes, or rendered probationary until they re-fight
their last rated contest. Ratings are

based on survival, and

fights. A first-ranked fighter can often earn some
money from his own fights, and place bets with that money.
Some fighting slaves have even been known to purchase their

winning

own

freedom, although

I

have never met a former
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fighter. I

had been

third in

my

division, a high rank for a second-season

contender.
I

floor.

slowly raised

saw

I

my

eyes from their respectful gaze

a richly appointed room.

with costly furs of

unknown

The

tiles

were strewn

The
room were

origin and lustrous colors.

cushions and small, low tables clustered around the

done

deep reds and golds, accented with blues and

in

at the

silver.

There were many tapestries on the gray stone walls.

Some seemed

to depict

famous

battles with the neighboring

Others showed scenes of pleasure gardens, with

city-states.

whims and pleasures of free persons
in various intimate ways. One showed a Master having a slave
given up to the Slave Death. This one was of a slave being
thrown, bound and helpless, to the sewer scavengers, similar to
Terran rats. It was thought that scenes of this sort were good
shapely slaves serving the

for reminding slaves of the danger of not being fully pleasing.

Slaves are fully owned, and the death of a slave

moment

of no

The tapestries were painstakingly woven,
The agony on the slave's face from the
shame of such a petty death, showed clearly on

to society.

and rich with
and the

pain,

is

detail.

his upturned face.

The Mistress

many
dais,

reclined on a silken couch, surrounded by

large, fringed pillows.

Her couch

lay

on a

slightly raised

and commanded the center of the room. She wore

pleasure robes in a soft rose color, complementing her lustrous

Her hair fell in glistening waves, flowing to the
soft curve where hip meets thigh. Her robes were translucent,
showing hints and promise of the creamy flesh below. I found
her beauty almost painful, and wondered if the soft, pampered
auburn

life

hair.

of a pleasure slave might not be so bad.

A low table stood beside the couch.
wine on

it,

the bottle bearing the

marks of a

I

saw a

flask of

city-state to the

south. Several heavy, ornate goblets rested near the flask.

would be the moment of decision. If I served her,
would be a pleasure slave, serving the pleasure of whomever
the Mistress desired. If I did not, I would risk death, or
This, then,

reduction to the fighting slave

I

had been.
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I

Tasra pointed to the

tiles at

her

feet.

moved

I

to kneel

my heels, knees wide, head up,
palm upward on my thighs, in the position of a

where she indicated, back on
hands resting

pleasure slave. "Wine," she said. "If you would choose the
life

of a pleasure slave, you

may

possible to earn your freedom,

She moved elegantly,
have many

rivals.

find that

you are

if

I

You can make
of,

it

It is

sufficiently pleasing."

shifting her position

Slaves are rarely taken note

can be kind.

on the couch.

easy for

me

"I

to defeat them.

and are often present

at

Much may be

meetings, for the pleasure of those attending.

is of use to me." She leaned forward to make
was paying proper attention, and fixed me with a
steely gaze. "Of course, you will be a true pleasure, here as
well as there. I am offering you the chance to use not only
your body, but your mind in my service. That is not something
lightly offered to any slave." She relaxed and leaned back,
coolly appraising my body. "Besides, your body is wellformed, and you would make a superb addition to many love

overheard that

certain

I

gardens.

Mind

kept under
said,

you,

I

am not

an easy Mistress.

strict discipline at all

"Displease

me

With

times."

You

will

be

a hard stare she

and you will be severely punished."

My mind reeled.

The chance of freedom was worth

the

admired the planning that was behind using a slave to

risk.

I

spy.

And as a free man, I had a chance
woman in Free Companionship.

such a

that could

of suing for the hand of
Together, a team like

soon control the commerce in any

the table for the flask.

I

carefully poured the

ring of the goblet. Extending

my

Tasra, head bowed.

"Wine, Mistress?"
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arms,

I

reached to

city.

I

wine

to the third

offered the vessel to

Five To Life
Jamie Burchett
"Matt!" Denise cried.
day, you

"Come

know!" Matt trudged over

we

don't have

all

where

his fiancee

was

on,

to

waiting.

"Now open

the truck door for me.

said about developing

You know what

I've

good and gentleman-like manners," she

reminded.

"Of course,

He opened

dear," Matt replied.
the door with an exaggerated

swoop of his

arms. Denise climbed into the pickup, batting her eyes and

nodding her head

He looked down

like a princess, as

at

Matt held the door for

her.

her sandaled foot with her perfectly painted

pink toenails smiling out.
I

slammed

wonder

if it

would crack her

toenail polish if

the hell out of this door right

I

just

now, he thought, eyeing

her foot.

"Okay, Matt, I'm

"Of course you

in,

are,"

dear," she said.

he

said, still staring at the spot

where her foot had been moments before. He climbed
driver's seat

and buckled up for the

"Now

of

first

pick up that cute

all

little

we have

to

go

to the Briar Patch to

basket of pillows that

just be darling next to our

into the

ride.

new couch?"

I

saw.

Won't

that

she asked.

"Of course, honey," Matt replied. I'd love to have a
basket of pillows handy to stuff into your big fat blabbering
mouth, he thought. Matt smiled.

"What

are

you over

there grinning about, sweetheart?

Are you thinking about our wedding night? We've only got
three more weeks to go!" she said, checking her hair in the
visor mirror.

Oh

God, three weeks. Where did the

go? Matt thought, as he watched a
happily past them.

I

wonder

"MATT!" Denise

We were

supposed

to turn

if it's

little

last six

months

red sports car speed

too late to join a monastery.

screamed. "Hello! Where are you!

back there
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at the mall,

you big

idiot!

You

better be glad

you have

me

to lead

you along

or you'd be lost forever!" she finished, as she

makeup

life's path,

slammed her

case shut.

"Oh,

I

was just thinking

.

.

uh

.

.

.

.

about

.

.

.

uh

.

.

.

you," Matt said, trying to smile.

"Ah, aren't you so sweet.

don't deserve you, honey,"

I

she replied smiling.
"I

know," Matt mumbled under

his breath.

to kill, and said, "Now turn around
you missed. I've just got to have that
pillow basket." She began to dig in her purse for her brush.
Matt parked the truck on the curb next to the NO
PARKING sign so Denise wouldn't have to walk too far. He

She shot him a look

and go back

to the turn

got out of the truck and walked to the sidewalk.

"Matt!" he heard Denise' s muffled voice shouting.

"Come open my DOOR!"
little

she said.

A couple looking just a

older than Matt and Denise walked by the truck as Denise

screamed and pouted. They looked

her and then looked over

at

The young man, holding the girl's hand, could
pity. Then he turned back to his
partner and smiled warmly at her. They huddled closer
together and strolled into the mall hand in hand. Matt looked
after them and remembered when Denise used to hold his hand.
to see Matt.

only give Matt a look of

He

stood there alone, watching the couple giggle and cuddle as

they walked away.

"Are you ever going

know

that

you don't want me

DO YOU?"

to

flatly as

not, dear.

out of here, because
this

door for myself

sorry, please forgive

he opened her door.

"Oh honey, you

"Now

this curb,"

he

I
.

.

.

me, and caring

don't slip and

that

man
I
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in the

don't get

She held out her hand for him

assist her out of the truck.

me,"

said.

are the sweetest kindest

for thinking of

hurt," she said to him.

and

open

I'm so

break your neck getting out on

whole world

me

Denise called through the window of the truck.

"Of course
Matt said

to get

to take,

.

I

wonder

her scrawny

if

little

she'd be permanently scarred

arm and threw her

one time, he thought, looking down

"MATT!"

stiff ass

at the

BRUISE!" He

allowed his fantasy to float away with

"Now come
to.

on,

yanked

on the concrete

hard sidewalk.

she growled. "Your grip

big brute. I'm going to

if I

let

you
go of her arm, and
is

hurting me,

it.

we've got important matters

to attend

Quit lollygagging," she said over her shoulder as she

walked toward the entrance. Once she reached the double
doors of the mall she stopped, and waited, tapping her sandaled
toes

on the sidewalk. Matt quickly caught up with her and
open the door for her. However, he pulled instead of

tried to

pushed, and ended up going nowhere.

"Oh my God, do you embarrass me on purpose, or were
you just born this way?" she said as she pushed the door open
for herself, and marched past him. Matt stood there watching
her swish her hair from side to side as she prissed and primped
through the corridor. He watched the teenage boys at the
arcade as they looked her up and down.
Yep, he thought, she's a nice package on the outside
just DON'T piss her off, he advised them silently. He looked
.

down

at the trash

canister, just far

can beside him.

enough

for

Matt

poodle-permed head from here,

A Pepsi can stuck out of the
to reach.

if I

wanted

I

could nail her

to,

he pondered.

However, he thought about the situation, and all he had at
stake, and instead, left the Pepsi can, and ran to catch up with
her.

She'd reached the entrance to the Briar Patch by

this

time, and stood waiting.

Denise glared

at

"Now come along with me,
God forbid your clumsy

him.

DO NOT touch anything.

and

construction worker hands break something," she chided.

"You

did get your paycheck cashed yesterday, right?" she

asked.

Matt

felt for his wallet.

"Yes, hon', I've got plenty of

cash," he said.
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.

"Good, then go ahead and give
the cute

little

me

forty-five dollars for

basket over there," he said.

"Forty bucks for a basket of

"Those pillows better be

damn

pillows?" he asked.

with gold or something," he

filled

said.

piece

"Oh God," Denise sighed, as she furiously twisted a
of her dark brown hair. She gave him the look that meant

"You have

absolutely no idea of what you are talking about,"

and spun around on her heel to take care of the necessary
business.

Matt looked around him; the salesclerk was peering

them over the cash
her the entire

wad

He

register.

at

got out his wallet and handed

of cash.

"Here's two hundred and sixty-eight dollars.

Why

don't you go buy a matching rug or something," he said as he

surrendered his week's pay.

"Oh ha ha," she said. "Maybe if you'd pay more
attention to our new house you'd know that I already bought a
new rug when I bought the nursery furniture, dear. "Besides,
we have to give one hundred seventy-five dollars to our
wedding photographer on Monday, so we can't just blow
money like you suggest." She picked up the forty-five dollar
basket and marched to the counter. Matt walked out to the

main corridor

to wait

He gazed

on the benches by the fountain.

into the bubbling water next to

grinned. Denise can't swim.
is,

I

him and

wonder how deep

this fountain

he thought, as he dipped his hand in the cool clear water.

It

smelled like strong chlorine, just as the swimming pool had
smelled the day he'd met Denise.

Matt had shown up

at the

pool party with his friends

Gary and David. He'd intended to catch a good tan, drink
some beer, and have a good time. He hadn't intended to meet
the girl of his dreams. Yet when Denise Emmons walked into
the yard in her red bikini with a brilliant colored scarf wrapped
around her hips, he knew he'd never seen a prettier girl. She
was wearing red sandals to match her bathing suit, and her
toenails were polished in a rosy shade to coordinate her entire
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look.

Matt soaked

in her

every

move and gesture, and after
He fell deeper and

only minutes, he'd introduced himself.

deeper under her spell as they talked about school and friends.

They

sat

on the

steps in the shallow

end of the pool, because

Denise didn't want to get her hair wet.
that she really could not

excuse.

By

clumsy

tightly

swim and had used

her hair as an

around her finger as she teased him about

habits.

"I like a

You're

learned months later

the end of the evening the beautiful brunette had

Matt twisted
his

He

man who

isn't polished to a glossy shine.

like a piece of clay just waiting to take shape," she'd

said at the

end of the evening as she petted

his rough, calloused

hand.

"Well, you can mold

me

any way you want, Denise,"

Matt had said as he smiled and drew her closer
kissed the sweetest kiss, and

now

as

They
hand from

to him.

Matt pulled

his

the bubbling fountain water and rubbed his callouses, he

thought about

how

sweet the kisses, the words, the touches,

had been those five years ago.

He looked up

It

had been so different then.

at the skylight,

wondering what could

possibly be taking his fiancee so long in the store.

The

bright

saw the last five years
Then he moved into the foggy thoughts
of the last two months. It had been flying by so fast! He
thought about the night at his parents' house when they were
sunlight cleared his thoughts, and he

with absolute

alone.

when

He

clarity.

thought about the dismayed look on Denise' s face

she'd said, "Matt, I'm pregnant." Then he saw himself

on one knee proposing

diamond on her
little,

only a

love with.

to Denise,

little,

The babe

in the red bikini.

to reality.

"Where

He

down from

voice of his fiancee startled

him back

are you, Matt? Earth to Matty!" she teased.

the skylight and

met her

eyes.

"Why

are your eyes watering, Matt?" she asked.

"Oh,

was just thinking about somebody

I

at the

as he thought about the girl he'd fallen in

"HELLO!" The
looked

and she, looking only

finger as she said "Yes." His eyes watered a

know," he said without looking

at her.
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I

used to

She tossed her hair with a flip of her head and said,
"Oh, probably some girl, huh?" He didn't answer her as he
turned away and began walking.
"Hey, wait up, you're not leaving
mister!" she cried.

He

padded her way up

to

down

hoping

at her,

me

by myself,

stopped and waited as she quickly

where he was standing. Matt looked

to see the girl in the red swimsuit, but

instead found his fiancee's impatient blue eyes staring up at

him.

"Can we go now?" she asked. "You know we still
go to House World to look for a kitchen sink faucet."
"Of course, dear," he said looking at his shoes.
"Look at me when you speak to me please, dear," she
reminded. "Don't forget your manners." She walked on in
front of him, as he trod along by himself. She reached the
double doors again, and waited for him to try once again. This
have

to

time he reached for the door and pushed, holding his breath.

The door swung wide open, and Denise walked over
She almost made

threshold.

her sandal caught on the

tile.

it all

the

way

over,

the

when

the toe of

She lunged forward, tripped for

about three steps, dropped the basket of pillows on the ground

and

She landed on the pillows, and grunted with a loud

fell.

"UMF!" She
hair

caught herself with her hands. Her long

wavy

had also been thrown forward and now covered her

face.

She did not move, but stayed in that position for a minute or
two hiding behind her hair. Matt rushed over to her to help her
to her feet.

"Oh,

God

,

Denise, are you ...

right?" Matt said frantically. Denise

is

the

baby

... are

ya

all

was trembling from

anger and humiliation.

"Matthew Mahany! You tripped me! You made me
fall!"

she screamed as she threw his hands off her and rose by

herself.

"No

I

didn't trip you,

"I don't

get

me

.

.

.

know, don't

why would

you?" he asked.
up the pillows and

I trip

care, just pick

us, to the truck," she cried, as her face turned red.
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Once Matt had decided

that everything

was

all right,

he

busily picked up the colored pillows and escorted his bride to

He

the truck.

grinned slightly as he thought about Denise lying

helpless on the floor in front of him.

with a big gray beard,

back as

if to

who'd seen

the

As he

did,

man

an older

whole event, grinned

console him.

"Welcome

to prison," he

whispered to him, once

Denise was behind the closed truck door.

"Huh?" questioned Matt, looking
"Don't forget once you're

in, it's

at the

old man.

a life sentence," he

advised, looking over his shoulder. Matt smiled politely at the

old man.
yell,

As he turned towards

the truck he heard a

"Herbert, where are you? Get over here,

help!" Matt spun around to see the old

man

shuffling over to help his elderly wife carry

I

woman

need some

with the beard

some shopping

bags. Matt smiled in the man's direction, and grimly turned

back

to Denise.

He climbed
"Where

"Oh

to,

in beside her,

and started the truck.

warden?" he asked. She glared over

real funny, Matt. Just shut

she said, looking

down

at

up and take

him.

me home,"

her bloody knees.

"You should be shot for letting me
Mahany!" she said as she began to cry.

"Why

at

fall like that,

shoot me, Denise? I'm already serving a

sentence."

At

a
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Matt

life

Earth Shaking Vibrations
The contractor measures paces
around the foundation's outline
with wooden stakes and balls of string;
staying true to design.

The white

truck' s revolving belly

continuous cement,

spits out

over mounds of shoveled, packed
to

form a floor

dirt

to rent.

The two by four framework

rises

with rat-a-tat races.

A trio of varied roof tops
will designate inner spaces.

As

main

carpenters raise the

roof,

planks stand straight and

Two triangular roofs now
down

in

measured

tall.

drop
fall.

A palm tree acts as sentinel,
as final
I

work

done.

is

see sunlit trees within
the roofs

Shirtless

wooden

workmen

skeleton.

lay shingles

deftly with light footsteps.

"OK if I take photos

of your work?"

"Sure," one answers, flexing biceps.

Over morning coffee
gaps in

which

I

my

I

ponder

myrtle screen

must fill with oleander,
so I remain unseen.
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The wild geese cackle overhead.
Cardinal, jay, and wren
have

lost favorite

perching places

and nests to building men.

As

leaves and branches fly about,
the birds scream and skitter;

in air

above the decimated ground
is

I

turn

a haze of cluttered

litter.

from the senseless man-made jumble
to

my

garden for peace; and discover

my fuchsia azaleas
one

blooming

in sequence,

after another.

Rachel McReynolds Brown

Spring Fever
Siren cricket you are

my

foe

crooning spring songs outside the window.

Longing
I sit

at the

to drink the lively air,

inside and blankly stare

assigned pages before me.

Michael Walker
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Seasons
Springtime: sweet-scented season

.

.

.

Bee Boys buzzing busily as
blossom into beauty.
I, King Bee, and she, Queen Clover,
Made honey and it was magical.
Girl flowers

Summertime: hot and humid

.

.

.

Sweating, she seeks shade while
I, tall

strong oak

Let her

lie in

to cool off

my shadow

and

it

was

Fall: crisp, colorful

Manly oaks

Womanly
I,

the oak,

arrogant.

changes

.

.

.

lose their foliage as

temperatures rise and

was bare

to the

fall.

world while

she temperamentally controlled the day and

Winter: long, cold, infertile season
I,

the bear, hibernate

in refuge

.

.

it

was unmerciful.

.

—dormant

from the cold while

game bird, migrates to warmth
Away from home and it is seasonal.
She, the

William B. Deaver,
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Jr.

.

Ballerinas
Leigh Calhoun

I

recall those paper-thin walls in the

dormitory of

my

They were painted with pale, mint green paint
that was flaking off all above by my bed, revealing the putrid
yellow underneath it. I would lie there at night, peeling the
paint around where it had already started, and listen. She lived
college years.

next door.

I

could hear her

come

in late every night, usually

not alone. She was always giggling, giggling that incessant
giggle that

made me pick

at the paint

harder and harder.

Sometimes I'd get that green paint stuck under my fingernail
and flinch as it cut into my skin. And the moaning. I'd hear
this deep,

nonresidential
giggle,

some
voice which varied on each occasion. Moan,

breathy moan, but not from her

moan, moan,

giggle,

.

.

just

.

on and on, piercing

my ears,

for

would hear the springs of her bed stop
squeaking and her door open. He'd go to the bathroom. I lived
right across the hall from it, and would wait to hear the toilet
flush. Seconds later, her door would slam shut. Silence.
I didn't know her very well, only to say hello. She was
one of those girls who whisked by your open door, waving in
hours. Then, finally,

as she rushed off to

I

whatever she did

all

day and

all

night

.

.

always in a hurry. Her appearance always perfect, makeup
always on, and dressed like one of those fashion models
looked

at in

my

magazines.

I

sometimes

walking sprightly down the checkerboard
of some beautiful

throw

me down,

tiled hall

man who would sweep me

into

myself

on the arm

my room and

violating me, invading me, loving me.

my hair was boxed at my ears,
away in the back of my closet.
I

tried to see

often think of her

and

still.

I

I

But

my iron remained tucked

try to recall

what she was

like before that agonizing month when the vivacity, the life
sucked out of me. It all started one
was sucked out of her
rainy Saturday. I was attempting to study for my Japanese
exam but would periodically let my eyes roam aimlessly all
over my room. I only had one window. I never closed it
.

.

.
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how

would get in that little cubicle I called
on the sill. My mother used to
tell me that the raindrops were little ballerinas performing just
for me. For some reason, that made me feel important then. I
followed the green wall over to my dresser and was admiring
the rotten plastic doll with movable limbs and frayed hair that I
had picked up at a garage sale when I caught a glimpse of
myself in the mirror. I was almost scared to stare at my chunky
unsunned face with that ungodly haircut, but my eyes stuck. I
could only see down to my shoulders, but God, what hulking
shoulders! I didn't eat that much, but I could see every little
bite I took. Oh well, I thought, some people just don't have
that "Special K" figure. I knew I needed to study, but all these
because of

home. The

stuffy

it

rain tapped lightly

menial distractions ....

"Only three more minutes," she

said,

obviously talking

on the phone. She was always on the phone.
"Yes,

I

know

... all right

There was a long pause.

I said, I

I

promise

picked away

at a

peeling

spot.

"One more minute

... are

you sure these things work?"

Another pause. Pick. Pick.

"Thank God!
.

I

.

.

O.K."

A laugh.

... see
"I'll

I

call

worry about

told you, nothing to

you

this

weekend. Tell everyone

said hello ... all right, bye-bye."

wondered what the hell she was talking about. I had
made a yellow dinosaur on the wall, eating a clump of yellow
I

grass.

"Oh
bash into

shit!

my

Oh

shit!" she yelled.

wall and jerked

away from

I

heard some object

the dinosaur.

"Oh

shit!"
I

didn't hear her anymore.

She never went

out,

never came

and she

in. Her television stayed on twenty-four hours a
would hear her bed squeak once in a while
guess she
was turning over. Every day or so she would come out to take
a shower. No makeup and greasy hair. I listened intently all
the time to find out what was going on, but she seemed
relentless in her silence. Her phone would always ring twice,

day.

I

.
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.

.

and then, "Hey, you reached
Just leave a

message

my

room, but I'm not talking.

right? Bye."

all

Then

had a dominion of dinosaurs grazing on

my

a long beep.

wall

.

.

.

I

now

they

listened, too.

Weeks went
wasn't going to
least

No

I

by, as she stayed in her room.

class.

I

knew. Three or four of her

I

knew

she

friends, at

guess they were her friends, had knocked on her door.

answer. They'd wait about a minute, and then

footsteps tapping

down

came nothing but

that

the tiled hallway.

I'd

hear their

But from her room

omnipresent noise out of her television.

Jumbled words just low enough that I couldn't distinguish what
show she was watching. I think she was starving. The few
times she did leave her room, I'd hear her trudging back up the
stairs rattling a

downstairs.

I

dinner. After
I

bag of crackers from the vending machine

maybe I'd call her one day and
was her neighbor.

thought
all, I

offer her

waited for the answering machine to go through

its

monotonous message and then, "Hi, this is Jen next door and I
was just wondering if you'd like dinner. Just knock on the wall
if you would and I'll order out for both of us. Bye."
I waited for the knock, as I sculpted out a bird high up
on the wall. I listened to my clock ticking, ticking, ticking,
until finally, a frail knock echoed through the hollow wall. I
ordered out for pizza
pineapple and mushrooms. When it
got there, I walked over to her room. I had never been inside
before, and entered slowly, not knowing what I would see.
It was dark. There was a small lamp in the corner with
a sheet thrown over it, allowing only a glowing mass of cloth
to be seen. It was a sickening hot with her window closed, but
she was underneath a flannel blanket, bundled up to her neck.
Only a slight picture of her face could be seen emerging from
the bundle, flashing with sudden bursts of light radiating from
the television screen, but I could tell she had dark circles under
the eyes which seemed to sink back into her head. She was
pale, and stared into a corner across the room, which was
suffocated by a huge pile of dirty laundry. Her lips were
.

.

.

slightly apart, leaving a small slit for her breath to

come and

go. Her hair had been pulled back with a rubber band, but limp
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strands

hung

into her face

and around her

ears.

I

could see her

foot twitching under the cover, while the rest of her

remained motionless.

"Why

did you

It

was

offer

the only sign of life

me

body

could find.

I

dinner?" she asked, gazing

firmly on the pile.
I just get tired of eating alone sometimes, and,
could hear your television on and thought ..."

"Well,

umm,

well,

I

"And thought
weeks

I'd

been

in

my room for the

past

two

and needed something to eat?" she interjected with a

sudden ominous glare straight through
"Well,

"You

I

just

me

my

eyes.

thought..."

you one thing, Jen, I'm no charity case
and I don't need anything from you or anybody else. Do you
hear me?" she screamed. "Now, you can just take your pizza
and get out
I'm no charity," her voice lowering as she
turned back to her study of the laundry. I picked up only a
.

piece and

let

.

left

tell

.

the rest with her.

She was crying. The dinosaurs and

I

could hear her.

Then I heard the bed squeak. I knew she was eating the pizza.
I was glad, even if she had been a bitch.
The television stopped early the next Saturday morning.
It woke me up. I pressed my ear up against the dinosaur. I
heard a zipper zip and seconds later the door open and close.

guessed she was going
lonely.

I

home

for the

weekend.

machine downstairs, where

I

My day was

made it to
decided to try some

thought about going for a walk, but

the vending

I

I

only

of those crackers she always ate. I missed having her mystery
on the other side of the wall. Even lost interest in the dinosaurs
as they rounded over the desolate savanna of green. I had just
settled down to take a nap when I heard those slow footsteps up
the stairwell.

I

knew

they were hers;

I

had grown accustomed

Only they were much slower, with
pauses after every two or three. Filled with interest. I rose
see if there was anything wrong. I peered out of my door,
which was always open, to see a pathetic form of a girl
hobbling to her door. I remained silent as I watched her
to listening for them.

fumbling for her keys in her jeans pocket. As she
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lifted

to

her

shirt out of the way, I could see that her button-fly jeans were
undone halfway. How odd, I thought to myself. Intently trying
to get into her room, she didn't see me standing there, fixated
on her every move. She disappeared and gently closed the

door behind

her.

wall,

and

my

back on

I fell

listened.

bed, creating a

new

my

character on

She was crying again. There was a

squeaking of the bed that

hadn't heard before

I

.

.

.

almost as

And

she were rocking back and forth, back and forth.

it

if

wasn't

was sobbing ... a sobbing like I had never heard
before. Almost like a hurt animal. It made me sick to listen.
For the first time, I didn't want to listen. But, just like the
television, she was relentless in annoying the hell out of me.
crying; she

heard her voice say over the phone. "Well,
told Joni and Blake ..."
"I did it," I

I

A long pause.
"I

myself

.

.

had
.

,

to tell

Pick. Pick.

someone.

can't go through this by

I

" she said painfully

over the phone.

I

could

tell

she had pulled the phone over to her bedside because her voice

was nearer

The yellow clouds were now

to the wall.

overhead. "I'm glad to

know

your reputation

that

rolling
that

is all

Her voice continued but was

you're concerned about."

trampled by the idle chatter of people in the hallway. God,
thought,

why

slammed

my

don't they shut up?
door,

I

can't hear!

jumping back onto

my bed

I

I

ran and

and pushing

my

head through the yellow grass.
"I loved you ..." The phone slammed. Sobbing.
That was enough.
going on, and
to her

of

my

I

wanted

room and shake

to

I

wanted

know

to

know

right then.

exactly what
I

wanted

to

was

go over

out of her, shake out the sobbing.

it

dinosaurs turned into an old

man

with a walking

One

stick.

Her door opened. I heard her coughing as she struggled to the
bathroom. I went out into the hallway to try to help, I guess,
but almost ran into her.

I'll

never forget her face.

It

Her eyes
see me. Her lips
of mucus running

personified pain with every feature blank and empty.

were nearly swollen shut

as she squinted to

were dry and pursed, holding the wet
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strain

from her nose. She was wearing a huge T-shirt which hung
her knees, a

my

shorter in front than in back.

little

"Can
floor,

I

to

help you?"

my

asked shyly,

I

feet frozen to the

eyes frozen to her face.

"You can

get, out of,

my

way," she said breathlessly.

"Can't you see I'm sick?"
I

moved

the bathroom.

God,

flushed.

I

slowly out of her

I

was

pushed on toward

as she

heard her heaving, dry heaving. The

if I

toilet

had only known then.

For the next four days,
class.

way

I

stayed home.

I

didn't go to

sucked into the wall, sucked into her.

listened to

I

her moaning, the slow creaking of the springs, the television,
the occasional opening of the door, and the indolent haunting
shuffles of her socked feet as she passed

Back and
was insane.

bathroom. Back and

forth.

By day four, I
man and the clouds and

Flushing.

old

was a huge blob of yellow,
horrible yellow.
it.

The

little

I

the birds

forth.

door to the

Heaving. Peeing.

My dinosaurs and the

were

all

gone. All

it

and

taste

it.

I

even

I

had

slept with

my bed,

were unbudgeable from

my

dwelling permanently in

my

violating me, invading me. That

could smell

flecks of paint

by

sheets.

And

if that

wasn't enough,

were mountains being erected all underneath my bed,
collecting from my artistic endeavors. It was thick, and
Knock.
coming from every direction like a disease. Knock
there

.

.

.

"Help me," she said softly with tears streaming

down

her face as she wrapped her arm around her waist. "I have to
get, to

go back, please."

She looked up

at

me, and

I

saw her eyes

again.

She

held out her other hand to me, holding a pamphlet with
directions to the clinic.

from the

dresser.

I

I

reached inside and grabbed

think she

would have collapsed

my keys

if I

hadn't

arm and held her as we struggled down
was only a forty-five minute drive, but the little
seemed to multiply in front of us on the idle

gotten underneath her
the stairs.

It

yellow lines

Wednesday

afternoon.

"Why

didn't

you

tell

me?"

ahead.
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I

asked as

I

gazed

at the

road

"I

promised,

wouldn't,

I

tell

anybody," she

said,

pushing every syllable from her lungs.

"I'm not anyone ... I'm your next door neighbor,"

I

was no reply for countless yellow lines.
"Thank you," she exhaled, finally.
I can honestly say that I had never seen anything so
in my whole life. This beautiful girl untouchable, so

argued. There

pitiful

ugly.

"Oh

she mumbled.

shit,"

I

glanced over to see a red

pool between her legs, on her legs, on her hand which she had
put between them. She held her hand up in the air and stared at
the blood, stared at her blood.

"Oh my God,

you're hemorrhaging,"

I

cried as

my

foot

instinctively pressed the accelerator to the floor.

"Oh

oh shit, oh shit," she said, over and over and
over, sobbing with heavy breaths, gasping for air.
I'll

shit,

never forget pulling up to the clinic and slamming

on brakes. Her head jerked forward with an agonizing grunt of
pain. I jumped out and screamed at a nurse taking a cigarette
break outside the rear door.

"Help us!"
I

stared at

listen to the

"She's bleeding!"

I cried.

my lap,

holding a magazine, trying not to

screams coming from the back.

would taper off and then come again
stomach, ripping

at

I

and

print.

I

magazine down and rushed
I

was

me

all

her.

They

in full force, tearing at

my

at the

flipped the pages rapidly just catching

glimpses of colors and

"Let

was

my throat. My foot tapped firmly

country blue carpet.

the

It

in there!"

I

thought of the yellow.

I

threw

to the front desk.

demanded. She needed someone,

she had.

"I'm sorry," the nurse said with an ignorant smile on
her face.

"

Even family members

are not allowed

back during

the procedure."

"Procedure?"

I

questioned with

my

eyes squinting in

bewilderment. "She's already had the procedure."
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"I'm sorry, but the procedure was incomplete."

How can

you fuck up something
you put her to sleep?"

"Incomplete?
that!

And why

didn't

like

"I'm sorry, but the fee only covers one anesthetic,"
with that coddling look on her face. "Now, would you please
take your seat. We'll call you as soon as
I

returned to

window. Scratched

my

seat

you can go back.

"

and waited. Stared out the

at the varnish on

my

Tapped

chair's arm.

Thought of the yellow. Her screaming had stopped.
I watched as the doctor appeared at the front desk and handed
the nurse a file. He leaned in to her and said something that I
couldn't hear. She looked up from her work and said
the carpet.

something into his cheek; they both looked in
grabbed both arms of

toward him with

my

my

my

chair, stood straight,

teeth clenched

and

direction.

I

and walked

my fists

balled at

my

sides.

"Can

now?"

see her

I

"She's resting now," said the doctor. "She'll need you

few minutes. For now, I'm giving
Please get them filled for her. She'll be

to help her get dressed in a

you her

prescriptions.

in a lot of pain for the next forty-eight hours or so.

"No more than
bastard,"

I said.

I

she's been in for the past four days,

you

pushed him aside and walked back looking

She was lying in a dark room with wet rags across her
forehead. Sobbing. Mumbling. I went to take her hand, but
she flinched and strained her eyes to see me.
for her.

"It's all right,"
"It's just

I

said,

reaching for her hand again.

me."

"Hundred and

three," she said.

I

assumed

that

meant

her fever.

"You're going to be

"Held

me down,"

all

right

now. They fixed

it."

she said in broken breaths, tears

rolling onto the tissue paper covering the table.

"Two

nurses.

Fat bitches."
"I

know, but you're

reassure her but could see

I

OK now

... it's over." I tried to

was doing no good.
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"They're coming back," she cried, her voice suddenly
louder. "They're

coming back!"

"No, they're gone now. They're not going to hurt you

anymore." There was a long pause as

I

listened to her

heavy

down the front, gaped open and
Her head was tilted slightly in my
but she never looked at me. She was looking at

breathing as her gown, open
closed, open and closed.
direction

nothing. Finally.

"My

baby," she whispered as she closed her eyes and

squeezed her tears through her eyelashes.

Her whisper haunts me

still.

The Calculating Mistress
Jennifer Cohen
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Haunted Building
Robert
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Trimm

^fe*JkSfa
Isle of

Gabriele
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Hope

Hauck

«
w
You Took

a Part of Me

Keith Langston
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Age

My
To

to

Age

life at

times must yield

And

I

In childhood

An

its

plan to age;

must bend.
must read from someone else's page.

others in a curtsy

I

I

see elders take the stage:

older father, crippled aunt to tend;

My

life at

To move

times must yield

its

a table, chest or bed

plan to age.

I

wage

A losing war—no change can I defend,
And I must read from someone

else's page.

Grown, a tangled vacuum cord brings rage
tiny children's cries I'm penned;
My life at times must yield its plan to age.

As by my

As

children leave,

my parent I engage

Returning: no time for lunch with husband-friend;

And I must read from someone

else's page.

When I am old I must myself assuage
As

I

on children's arms or minds depend.

My life at times must yield its plan to age,
And I must read from someone

else's page.

Jean O. Hattle

66

.

From "A Forgotten Year"
November, 1993

The

stars are dirty, like the air,

In the gentle blowing stink

Which fills

the highways,

Interstates, back-lanes

of garbage-lined walls,

Sidewalks and by-ways,

Merge

And

lanes

all

.

.

he wants

is

a bite to eat,

A scalding shower
And the change from the fat,

leather purse

Under the arm of some disdainful bitch.
'They don't even look at me

As

they

Just

tell

me

'No.'

walk on by,

As would I
Were I in golden boots."

Forrest Jackson
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December 22
The memories of madmen remain
fingerpainted

down the

walls of history,

dribbling globs of clotted red

and bruised, murky purple.

The

serpent in the garden has built

wax wings

and constructed a plan for escape
despite Simian chattering,
frantic

from the

bemoaning

trees,

the impossibility of flight.

Disappointed to learn that Quetzalcoatl

was just a jailbreak,
Mankind sheds its eyecaps of stone
only to grow new ones of steel
and

scuttles like a

cunning

little

lizard

through the fingers of God.

Shawna Silverman
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Walking
Shawn Kelshaw

69

Pepsi-Cola Hits the Spot
Thomas Manchester
I

when

I

began practicing ophthalmology

became

in Atlanta in 1952,

the assistant to an eye physician, Dr. Ferdinand

Phinizy Calhoun, and his son, Dr. Phinizy Calhoun,

of the time

I

Jr.

Most

merely performed preliminary examinations on

the patients, then instilled eyedrops to dilate the pupils for the

They were popular and stayed busy examining
normal patients. They had no time for weird cases; those
older doctors.

cases were referred to me.

One

sweltering June day, the electric fan

back and forth on

my

Marilyn, starched and

desk had nearly put
sterile,

announced, "Dr. Manchester,

stepped into
this

woman

humming

me to sleep.
my cubicle and
doesn't

make

sense."

my own. So far that
day, the only thing which I had examined was my fingernails.
I put down my pipe and picked up the telephone, then
cleared my throat and spoke in my most professional voice,
"Good morning, I am Dr. Manchester. May I help you?"
For a long time there was no answer to my query.
At

maybe I had

last,

a patient of

woman's voice answered haltingly. "He thinks he
can see. He wants you goddamned doctors out here."
My poise was quickly dissolved. "Who is this you are
Finally, a

talking about, please?"

"Oh, uh,

hell, it's

she said, and then
telephone.

The

I

line

John. John Wingfield." That

is all

could hear someone walking away from the

was

Marilyn, on her

silent.

own

initiative,

always monitored

my

telephone conversations, and in a matter of seconds she handed

me

the record of a patient

studied

it

with

named John Wingfield, Ph.D.

I

interest.

two years previously,
and was nearly blind at that time because of cataracts. He had
refused to undergo cataract surgery because he was a Christian
Scientist. He was eighty-two, and a stroke had left him in a
Dr. Wingfield had been examined
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Someone had

wheelchair.

man might
if his

written

on

"This poor

his chart:

be less of a Christian Scientist and more of a

wife weren't there

him hand and

at his side all the time.

foot.

He

in the

world was that

has

little

realist

She waits on

motivation for undergoing an

operation."

"Who

woman we

talked to?"

I

asked.

was uncanny how Marilyn seemed to remember all of
She had been with Dr. Calhoun
twenty-three years. "I'll bet she is Mrs. Wingfield. Her
It

the patients and their families.
for

voice sounded familiar, but that language!

remember

about-face, and
I

Then without

that."

went

to fetch

sure don't

further ado, Marilyn turned

my

shiny

new

doctor's bag.

thanked Marilyn, and she promised to explain to

associates about the necessity for

held

I

my head high

ground floor and

as

I

walked

strolled to

me to make

to the elevator.

my

a house
I

call.

my
I

reached the

yellow convertible

my doctor's bag at my side. The sun
was setting as I drove to Brookwood Hills. The address was
#30 Parkview Drive. There was not a cloud in the sky.
It was an established residential neighborhood with
Volkswagen, swinging

sidewalks and bent hundred-year-old willow oaks lining the
streets.

slightly.

up
to

The house number was on the mailbox, which tilted
It was a two-story cold, gray stone house.
I pulled

in the driveway, then took a

smooth down

my

mustache.

my pipe
Mother had told me that

minute to relight

and

would make me look older and more mature. I
appraised my image in the rearview mirror, then picked up my
bag, got out of the car, and walked up the front walk humming
"Love Me Tender."
There was a big mossy tree branch which had fallen
across the front steps. I jumped over it and went up the steps
two at a time. On the dark door was the head of a griffin
adorning the knocker. I grasped it, then raised the heavy thing
and let it fall. The loud noise seemed to echo among the trees
of the quiet neighborhood, and I stepped back in surprise.
certain things
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at the windows as I waited and
The house looked dark inside.
Finally, someone released the locks and seemed to pull
on the door a long time before it became unstuck and swung
back. I was wearing my most intelligent professional
expression, but I lost my composure and probably showed it
when I looked at the woman who confronted me. Her small
thin body was outlined against the shadowy interior of the
house. Her stockings hung down around her ankles; her hair
was disheveled and clotted in places. She had the open mouth
and stunned expression I had seen on the faces of patients with
senile psychosis when I was in medical school. A sickening
odor brought to mind memories of terminal disease, gangrene,
I

paced and looked up

waited.

or cachexia.

She stared

at

me

and said only four words:

"Shit.

He's

back there."

Then she turned and walked away.
One light bulb shone from back in the house
somewhere. There was dust all over, and stacks of old
newspapers in such abundance that there was hardly space to
walk around. There were three cats underfoot, and a bowl of
cat food,

which had

spilled over onto the rug.

I

searched

around in the semi-darkness, hoping not to step in any feces.

found

my patient in a wheelchair,

sitting in a

I

dark corner, and

facing a wall.
"Is that you, doctor?"

your coming

he

this afternoon." I

said.

"I appreciate so

much

turned his wheelchair around

my voice, as I swallowed
me to come." He
shook my hand. "You came up on my blind side." Then he
smiled and turned to look at me with his right eye. "It's a
and he stretched

and

said,

miracle!

"Yes,

I

his

it's

can see again." His face was pale and there was an

open wound across
long. There

down

hand out toward

me. Dr. Calhoun asked

his right

temple about five centimeters

was dried blood all over the side of his face and
The most remarkable thing to me was the

his shirt.

appearance of his eyes.
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The
as if

left

eye was chalky and expressionless.

had been marbleized.

it

pupil

Its

was

dilated

looked

It

and the lens

was opaque. The difference in the two eyes was
The right eye, beneath the ugly wound in the
temple, was bright and shiny. The cornea was clear and the
pupil was entirely free of any cataract! I sat down on a stack of
newspapers and asked the patient to tell me what happened.
His wife was nowhere in sight.
"Emily is embarrassed about this. She doesn't tolerate
having nurses around. So, as a consequence, she's had to do
everything for me, night and day. For some time now, I've
behind

it

surprising.

been so blind that

I

could only see

light.

And now

this

miracle

has come."

He

clutched the wheelchair with his trembling hands,

"Emily has become very

leaned forward, and whispered.
fractious,

and quick

When I

to anger.

asked her to check the

stove this morning, she flared up and said
the

way

turned

off.

I

insisted that

I

it

was goddamn

could smell the gas, and

she cursed again, and threw a bottle at me. Doctor,
assure you that this

is

gentle person in the

all

so unlike Emily. She

whole world. But

is

let

me

the sweetest

most

she's just not

lately,

been herself."
"That's a nasty

where

wound

your temple,"

in

I

said.

struck you?"

it

"Yes. But the most amazing thing happened!
vision

became

better immediately!

of course, but with this right eye,

can

"Is that

I

I

My

can see again! Not well,

can count

my fingers

and

I

colors. It's like a miracle all right."

tell

cleaned the

I

wound and

Wingfield's temple. Next

I

applied a bandage to Dr.

examined

his eyes thoroughly

and

found that the cataract in the right eye had been dislocated

from

its

freely
it

normal position behind the

back

drifted

in the vitreous,

down below

moved each time
I

rested

and

it

pupil. It

was

looked like a

floating

shirt

button as

the line of sight deep inside the eye.

the eye

It

moved.

my hand on his

shoulder. "It's a miracle.

Your wife did you a big favor when she threw
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that bottle.

The

blow

your temple jarred the cataract back out of the way of

to

your pupil, and the effect resembles what happens when
surgery has been performed and the cataract has been

removed."
"I

patient.

understand exactly what happened now," said the

"I

have read quite a

good old days, when
"if

you

read

I

about cataracts. That

bit
all

the time."

"I'll

have a pleasant surprise for you tomorrow,"

will

come

to

my

in the

is,

office. It will

seem

like a

I

said,

second

miracle!"

He shook his head
and with

me

down

your

left

to

"My

slowly.

wife has not been well,

in this wheelchair, it's just impossible to get
office.

If I

come

in

an ambulance, she might be

here at the house alone."
I

explained that

I

could arrange for them both to

by ambulance. He would have
wife could be there

to lie

at his side for the

be very easy and pleasant.

I

come

on a stretcher, and his
whole trip. This would

asked him

if

he thought that Mrs.

Wingfield would be willing to cooperate, and come along with
him.

"She will come,

I

am

sure," he said.

"She always does exactly what

hesitate.

What could

I

say?

I

hoped

He

I tell

he was

that

did not

her to do."
right.

Dr. and Mrs. Wingfield arrived at Dr. Calhoun's office
at

eleven the next morning. Dr. Wingfield had on a coat and

tie,

and looked presentable, except for many

stains on his
They both reeked of spoiled food and improper

clothing.

hygiene.

Mrs. Wingfield was wearing the same disreputable
clothing she had
the

same

me

stared at me.

the

the day before.

familiar, shocked,

impressed

and held

worn

then.

She was also wearing

stupid expression

which had

She showed no recognition when she
as she stood beside her husband

She said nothing

his hand.

way when an

She would not even

assistant

came

to

position on the stretcher.
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let

go or move out of

prop him up in a

sitting

As

I

examined the eyes

"Normally there

is

explained the situation.

I

a clear lens in the pupil to focus things on

When that lens becomes cloudy, we
I am sure that you know all of this."

the retina.
cataract.

He

agreed, so

surgeons used a
the cloudy lens

I

"A hundred

continued.

flat knife,

call

it

a

years ago,

and went inside the eye, and pushed

backward out of the

resembled your right eye. Now,

The end

pupil.

you need

all

is

result

a strong lens in

lens. These
do the focusing," I
spectacles on Dr.

your spectacles to take the place of that dislocated
cataract glasses have to be very strong to

said as

I

placed a pair of heavy

trial

Wingfield's face.

"My
line

God," he

said,

"I see clearly

!

Even

that

bottom

on the chart!"

He

smiled

at

Mrs. Wingfield. "You see, Emily,

I

told

you everything would be all right!" Her face was happy for a
moment maybe, and then her blank expression took over
again.

when he

Dr. Wingfield wore the temporary spectacles

home

rode

ambulance. His wife

in the

clutched his hand

when we saw them

sat at his side

and

off.

A week later I went by the optician's and picked up the
new permanent

glasses for Dr. Wingfield.

The sun was high

on a Saturday morning when I drove back to #30 Park View
drive. The mailbox was straight, and the big tree limb was
gone. The grass had been cut and the walk edged. I moved the
griffin

knocker gently and the door swung wide.
There

The

to greet

me was

Dr. Wingfield in his wheelchair.

stacks of newspapers were gone, as

dust,

and the

cats.

I

on.

I

shook

some kind of hair

The

radio announcer

and took a

his hand, entered,

was
were

seat.

removed

the

new

and put them on. As he returned the temporary

glasses to

The

the dirt and

straightener. All the lights

Dr. Wingfield opened the box,
glasses,

all

smelled vegetable soup cooking in the

kitchen and heard the radio going.
advertising

was

me

he

colors are

said,

all

"I

am indeed

so vivid and

I

grateful to you, doctor.

can read everything.
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I

think

that

I

can even see that dislocated cataract as

back there

it

floats

around

like a big gray balloon."

A moment later his voice broke.
well, of course, but

we may soon

start

"Emily

is still

not

going back to church

again."

And

was Emily. She took no notice of us. She
was standing in the bedroom with her back to us, and she
never left her place. Her head was tilted to one side, and her
right hand rested on her hip. She stared into an open coat
closet, as if trying to find something which had been lost.
there

On the way home
went

upstairs

I

drove a

and shaved off the

little

silly

4
t
a
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slower. That night

mustache.

I

Variations on

Raku and Stoneware
Phil

Kandel

a*.

r

i

piccioni

Jennifer
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Cohen

Blue Wicker Basket
At her

first

after a

son

is

weekly bridge game
is

there, held

born, he

up

to his

mother's ample breast.

The next week when he

is

fussy in wicker

basket beside her,
she unhooks her bra.

Week three

he gurgles inside

wicker basket, but soon in

tears.

Guest arrives saying, "He's

hooked up

still

to his supply of milk."

Before the following game,
she gives formula milk
to bridge nursing

and

get herself off the hook.

On

fifth

bottle of

week, baby has his

own

milk in blue wicker basket,

while mother adjusts glasses

on bridge of nose playing

to win.

Rachel McReynolds Brown
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Spots and Stripes

.

.

.

Forever?

Setona Page

79

>
Simplicity

Teresa Larsen
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Marilyn
Mary
Marilyn

sat stiffly

E.

O'Sako

between her two younger brothers

new

the backseat of their father's

in

She was glaring out the

car.

window, not really seeing the trees that flashed by, waving
autumn leaves like bright flags of caution. She was

their

waiting for Ben, her youngest brother, to venture onto her side

of the soft gray seat just one more time so she could jab him a

good one. Teach

the

little

my window

snot for taking

seat,

she

thought smugly.

Ben leaned over just
Not

yet.

He

discovered the shiny

proceeded to press
electric

made

it

back and

whine of the window

new window

forth,

back and

button and
forth.

in its stunted cycle

The

of rise and

fall

her shiver.

"Stop

Ben

then, but not into her territory.

it,

stupid," she hissed through clenched teeth.

stuck out his tongue and went on pressing.

Back and

forth. Finally he managed to lean towards her
was just enough. Marilyn then shoved her
skinny twelve-year-old elbow into his ribs. She pursed her lips

back and

forth,

just a

little.

It

in a tiny smile at the squeal

he produced. Ben looked

mouth wide

at

her

howl that
Marilyn realized would soon escape. She gave him her fiercest
"keep quiet or else" look, just as their father raised his head to
peer at them through the haze of his smoke in the rearview
tearfully, then

opened

his

for the

mirror.

"What's up?" he asked hoarsely.
"Just Marilyn havin' one of her slobberin'

fits,

Dad!

"

crowed Greg, the oldest of the boys. Marilyn turned her head
slowly.

Up

until

now

she'd thought

him

asleep beside her, but

all his tattletale glory. He was covering his
mouth with one pudgy hand, while he feigned laughter, and

there he sat in

pointed with the other.
"Putty-face." She leaned over and
into his face, her eyes

narrowed
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to

slits.

mouthed the words
you wait, I'm

"Just

really

gonna get you, you Daddy's boy!" She kicked

his leg

for emphasis.

"Ow

Dad!

...

"Knock

it

4 '

off back there!" their father's voice cut

"and quit with the windows.
they're paid for!"

He

in,

don't want 'em broken before

I

exhaled a deep noisy cough along with

the last of his tenth cigarette that afternoon.

Its

smoke curled

unimportantly around them, a gauze over the sudden quiet.

manicured hand appeared,

A

glossy pink tips pressing into the

its

top of the seat in front of them. His girlfriend pulled herself

around to face them. She patted her fussy red head and smiled.

"You guys want some

ice

cream?" Her nasal Cleveland

accent was heavy on the cream.

The boys immediately sang out
bad

choir.

their affirmatives like a

Marilyn frowned and said nothing.

Too cold

dummy,

for ice cream,

clicking her tongue as hard as she could.

she thought,
Its

sound was

lost in

her brother's uproar, and unnoticed by her father's girlfriend,

who'd returned

to the front seat Netherlands.

Say no, Dad, say

no, say no, Marilyn chanted silently.

"Fine," their father muttered, shaking out another
cigarette with his free hand. Fine, thought Marilyn, kicking

her foot against the back of the spotless seat. Not only did the
little

boogers get to go on a

SHE

sat

home, they get

ice

trip to

IOWA that summer while

cream and everything

else they

want, too!

They drove on through

the gray October afternoon,

their destination sealed.

Marilyn shunned everyone, arms and

legs folded into herself.

She pretended not

cream babble
father's head.

as her eyes

bored holes into the back of her

She willed him

her unhappy reflection.

to look into his mirror

Maybe

and see

then he would change his

mind. She sighed and rubbed impatiently

down her cheek when
come into view.

to hear their ice

at a tear that

snuck

she saw the sign of the ice cream parlor

Happy's was a small ice cream parlor. It was situated
on the outskirts of town and open all year round for
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convenience.
its

Someone had

painted pink and green flowers on

white brick exterior in a less than superb attempt to

cheerful. Inside, the old walls
stripes

and

littered

were painted

in

make

it

pink and white

with gaudy posters of ice cream.

After they filed in through the

smudged

glass doors,

Marilyn stalked past the chrome counters that lined one wall,
ignoring the frosty aromas that threatened to arouse her

She flopped

appetite.
that

crowded the

into

one of the cracked red vinyl chairs

while her brothers rushed the sleepy-

floor,

eyed young clerk with

their orders.

She watched her father and

his girlfriend standing at the counter with their

arms around

each other. They were oblivious to her stares. Marilyn could
remember when he'd held her mother like that. It seemed like
a long time ago to her, before Ben was even born. That was
when they'd all lived in the big house over on Johnson Square.
Soon after Ben came along he never seemed to be around
much. His days at work grew longer, and when he was home
there always seemed to be a lot of yelling in the house.
'Thanks, Dad!" Greg and Ben shouted simultaneously,
snatching up their ice cream cones and searching noisily for the
perfect seat. Marilyn raised her chin firmly; she wouldn't eat
a thing

from

this place.

She would wait

until she got

home.

Home. She thought of her mother, who had been starting a
when their father had picked them up that

batch of cookies

afternoon. Standing in their tiny,

messy

kitchen, she'd yelled

out good-bye to them while she mixed the dough furiously, her

ample arms jiggling with the

effort.

"Cheers," her father said suddenly.

He

placed a cup of

cream before her, a glob of thick black chocolate
congealing on its crown. She could hear her brothers giggling
vanilla ice

close by as her father and his girlfriend sat
her.

He

fished a fresh cigarette

from

his

down

across from

pocket and

lit it,

squinting at her through the fresh smoke.

"Everything okay

match with one hand.

Its

at

home?" he asked, shaking out

sharp sulfur smell spread out

instantly.
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the

"Of course," Marilyn answered,

rolling her eyes as she

spoke. She could feel them watching her. Squirming in her

she searched the walls until she located a clock.

seat,

after

It

was

4:00 p.m.

"Mom wanted us home by
Her

father

nodded

his

5:00."

answer nonchalantly, smoking

quietly while his girlfriend picked daintily at her yogurt and

smiled her best cheerleader smile.

"Your brothers and
mentioned

I

had a long

that things are kinda

rough

talk in Iowa.

at

home," he

They
said,

exhaling an endless stream of smoke through his nostrils.

"What do you say, Marilyn, are things okay with your mother
and all?" He fumbled with his cigarette case.
"I said of course," Marilyn answered quickly. She
scowled and churned at her ice cream, turning it into a gooey
mess. A chair crashed to the floor from somewhere in her
brothers' vicinity. Its echo was stark against the nearly empty
room.
"All right,

with a shrug.

all right,

He ground

time to go!" their father declared

his cigarette into a tin ashtray while

his girlfriend reapplied her lipstick carefully.

Marilyn made a

hasty dash for the door.
All claims to her

window

seat

the fact that she'd beaten everyone to

were
it.

lost again, despite

She'd even pushed

Greg and Ben aside in the process, knocking Ben to the
ground and diving headfirst into the backseat where she locked
the door to secure her prize.

When her father heard Ben's

of defeat, he insisted that Marilyn relinquish "right

Marilyn to

more. She

smoldering in silence under

sat

the oldest" and

"knowing

now

or

between her two brothers once

else," forcing

sit

cries

better."

this

yoke of "being

She remained

silent until

the car cruised into the driveway of the faded green

townhouse

she and her brothers shared with their mother. She leapt for the

door before the car bounced to a

full stop

on the potholed

pavement. Her brothers leaned back in their seats and

clamored

to stay.
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Their father reached out and touched her arm for the
time that day, for the

first

time

first

in awhile.

"Marilyn," he began solemnly, clearing his throat, "try
to

be a

little

nicer to your

am

"I

little

brothers ..."

always nice!"

"You know what I mean!"
Marilyn pulled her arm away and pushed

at the door,

ignoring Ben's indignant squeak as she leaned heavily over

him.
"Marilyn, did you hear

me?" her

father asked firmly.

"Don't go mentioning our talk to your mother; she wouldn't
like

it

.

.

Marilyn?"

.

"Okay, okay." Marilyn gave him a tight-lipped grin
and pretended not

to hear his girlfriend's

"Bye-bye, sweetie."

waning afternoon. Her back to the
purring car, she marched straight for the back door, kicking
Hurricane
the harmless brown leaves, plowing ruthlessly
She climbed out

into the

—

at

Marilyn.
Inside, she

slammed

the scuffed kitchen door behind

her.

"Mom! Havel

got a lot to

tell

you!" shouted Marilyn.

Lingering odors of meals past mixed uncomfortably
with the newer more pungent smell of burnt cookie dough in
the stuffy air of the kitchen.

made

her

way through

Her

nostrils

began

to quiver as she

the darkened room, picking a trail

through the shards of broken cookies strewn about the worn

yellow linoleum. She tried to swallow and force back the tiny
dry lump growing in her throat.

"Mom?"

she whispered, stopping at the threshold of

the darker living room.

"Well?" Her mother's voice pierced the gloom nearby.
Marilyn's eyes adjusted quickly to the outline of her mother's
bulk.

She

sat

on the sofa just inside the doorway, beside the

spot where Marilyn stood. Marilyn could

make

out the soiled

dishes at her mother's feet, the open beer in her hand.

head was

tilted

forward and she leered

at

Her

Marilyn through half-

lidded eyes. Marilyn's throat tightened even further. She
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recognized those eyes immediately. They were the eyes of the

monster

who

came out during the "ugly times," and the
burned in them was one of contempt for the

only

only light that
world.

"What
escalated as

.

.

.

if it

well,

would

WHAT!" Her mother's

voice

erupt.

Marilyn's heart skipped. She immediately recited a

account of their afternoon, their drive, their

trembled conspicuously in the waiting

hands

stillness.

from her mind. She thought instead of his

summer,

Her voice

Squeezing her

she shut her father's parting words of warning

tightly,

face as she

talk.

full

was forced

girlfriend's grinning

to forfeit her seat, in fact her

whole

to her brothers.

As

she finished, she waited painfully, frozen in front

of her mother like a young animal paralyzed by the headlights

of an oncoming car.

"What

else did

he say?" her mother snarled, the sour

smell of beer rising strong and hard between them.
"That's

all,

Mom

,"
.

.

.

Marilyn stammered. The

lump was back, and it was growing and squeezing even harder
at her throat. She tried swallowing again, but found she was
too weak to dislodge it. It had grown too large for her to
handle. Her mother shifted her weight forward to the edge of
the groaning sofa. Viciously she kicked the plate across the

wooden floor, never taking her eyes from Marilyn's face.
The back door slammed again, issuing forth a stream
of colder air through the apartment. Riding on its current came
the unsuspecting chatter of the boys who'd crashed merrily into
bare

the dark kitchen. Their flick of the light switch revealed a hint

of their

peril.

They grew

quieter, whispering over the small

crunching sounds their feet
carpeted the floor.
face,

now

made on

the

baked remnants

that

A streak of light illuminated their mother'

focused mercilessly on the boys. They stopped in

their tracks.

"C'mere," she growled.

The boys inched forward,
their faces white.
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clinging fast to each other,

Mommy?"

"What,

Marilyn backed slowly into the dark corner behind

away from their whimpering forms as they neared the
"C'mon you little traitors, bastards all of ya
.

BASTARDS!!"

own,

a dark stain appearing, then

Ben buckled

its

was

clung

against Greg,

foot.

Their mother rose

pulling the length of black electric cord

feet,

from beneath her flattened cushion. Her beer can
the floor,

it

still

growing down the length of his

forming a tiny pool around his

unevenly to her

.

fear;

as thick as the outside air that

like fallen leaves to their clothing.

trousers,

sofa.
.

mother screamed. Marilyn squatted

their

down. She thought she could smell her brothers'
as thick as her

her,

clattered to

foamy contents spreading, then mixing with

the

growing puddle beneath the boys.

Greg and Ben

Mom

.

.

.

their

.

.

Their cries rose to shrieks as the

Marilyn covered her

fall.

stop

stop, stop,

back, pleading frantically. "Please,

PLEASE!"

don't,

cord began to

fell

.

her

mind raced along with her

mother swung relentlessly

the boys.

ears. Please, stop,

at the

heart while

upraised arms and legs of

Every stinging connection of wire and tender flesh

turned her brothers' screams into something animal-like in

They seemed only to lend fuel to their mother's
Her arm swung higher and faster, higher and faster.
Endlessly. Marilyn bit into her hand and thought of their

their agony.

rage.

father.

Was

he

still

outside?

I

could run for the door

.

.

.

then

what? She closed her eyes.
Finally, their

mother swung so wide

that she lost her

balance, her feet sliding over the slick mess on the floor. She
fell

back into the

sofa.

She

fell

hard, shaking the room, a sharp

snap sounding from deep inside the frame of the sofa, or

somewhere. The sound of something

— broken.

Her

that is really

brothers' fearful sobs

and

finally

mingled with Marilyn's

silent ones.

Marilyn opened her eyes slowly. She could see Ben

and Greg curled up against each other,

keep warm. Their mother

sat

like

puppies trying to

up again suddenly and gathered
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the cord for a final swing. Grunting, she flung

room, where

"Get

now

it fell,

it

across the

harmless, behind a chair.

The fight was gone
the menace from her eyes. Ben and Greg
stairs. Marilyn could hear them scuffle softly

to bed," she said breathlessly.

from her voice,
scurried for the

about overhead. She rose to her feet as her mother shifted

She could hear her mother's ragged

again, then waited.

weeping and noticed
Lily of the Valley.

for the first time the scent of her cologne,

Had

grew and overpowered

it

been there the whole time?

Its

scent

that of the beer, the urine, the fear.

Marilyn stepped cautiously from her corner and into the

The monster was gone,

there

light.

would be no more beatings

this

night.

Marilyn slipped into the kitchen and retrieved another

who

can of beer, which she presented soberly to her mother,
accepted

it

automatically, almost humbly, her reddened eyes

She was retreating into her "other place," leaving
Marilyn and the boys alone at the scene of destruction.
vacant.

Marilyn returned to the kitchen, sweeping a quiet path
through the

litter.

She assembled a

tray for the boys.

Sandwiches, some chocolate kisses, and the

last

apple in the

house, peeled and cut carefully into equal halves.

Two cups

milk and she was on her way. She carried

to their

this

up

room, knocking before she entered. They rustled under

of

their

covers as she entered, hiding their small pale faces from her.

She

set the tray gingerly before
"It's

okay now, she's asleep," Marilyn offered

Ben hiccuped,
"It's

whispered.

them.

fresh tears welling up.

gonna be

He

gently.

all

right Bennie,

shhhh

.

.

.,"

Greg

put his hand awkwardly on Ben's shoulder.

Marilyn winced

at the sight

of the long, bloody welt across his

knuckles.

"Let

closer,
her.

me

see,

Greg?" She held out her hand anxiously.

"No! Just leave us alone." Greg pulled the blanket
more protectively as Ben's sobs rose accusingly around

He

sat

and watched warily

until she left.
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Closing their door, she retreated to her room. Her

room. All pink and
their

mother used

neat.

to brag.

"The cleanest room in the house,"
She thought of the small room her

brothers shared. Their clothing and toys were always stuffed

and scattered about. Even when they had
out, their

mother often screamed

would only snicker

at

tried to straighten

them about

it.

at their pleas for help.

Sighing deeply, she gazed out the

window where

could see the trees waving their leaves sadly in the night.
familiar

form tugged

at the

had been the

It

before he'd

left

last

arms and

sat

creamy white belly
present her father had given her
at

Bennie so many times

and playing with him. Marilyn stared

thoughtfully for a few
into her

A

his

them. She had yelled

for sneaking in here

she

edge of her vision. Charlie Bear

on her pillow, grinning proudly,
puffed out.

it

Marilyn

moments before she

left the

finally gathered

room, closing the door behind

him

her.

i
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Birds of the Weather
I

am

one of four and we are

all alike;

Our pewter bodies of one mold
Shine as silver carvings in the

My life hangs by a thread,
we

All tied up in knots

To

a common

circle

light.

suspended with the

rest,

cannot see

overhead

A merry-not-go-round.

We only move as metal marionettes,
Mastered not by hands but by the wind.

When

it is still,

we

float in file

Contact only comes

when we

and keep a perfect rank;

are swept

To collisions, hard or soft, but painless,
Of beaks and backs and wings all aimless.

We cannot fly but only swing to meet.
I

often have a song but cannot call to give

Voice
I

to the air or noise to the wind.

can dance an airy

step,

But cannot do a

I

swaying side

to side

twirl or doe-se-doe.

am not chilled by rain or cold;
I'm never

ill

or old.

I

have no plans but play

I

cannot leave the seasons so the seasons come to me;

I

stay north for winter

in

and

peace with

I

summer
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all.

in the south.

My companions
But

With

I

the kitchen

stirring air

In high,

view the yard and woods beyond

we

rough winds

In a steady breeze

I

window and

we

reach

My graceful time,
For then

we chime —

Not

the porch.

play the gentle jingle of triangles;

to tell the

chatter harsh staccato.

my

prime,

our purest rhyme,

as bells, together

—

hour but the weather.
Jean O. Hattle
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Teresa Anderson
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pursue a career in commercial art.
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